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The  village  of  Bethlehem  is  dominated  by  the  bell-tower  of  the  Church 
of  the  Nativity.  Each  Christmas  thousands  of  pilgrims  come  from  all 
over  the  world  to  see  the  birthplace  of  Jesus.  Turn  to  page  12  for  article, 
"Jesus  Was  Here." 
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Wonderful 

Thank  you  for  publishing  a  wonderful  magazine. 
,   —Mrs.  Janice  Ginther,  R.F.D.  3,  Ellsworth,  Me.  04605. 

Anxious  for  Help 

I  am  one  of  the  readers  of  THE  LINK  magazine.  I  appreciate  the  magazine 
and  the  articles  which  appear  in  it.  I  am  a  Baptist  girl  who  is  afflicted  with  a 
sickness  in  the  lungs.  I  am  already  an  orphan.  The  small  amount  of  money  which 
our  church  gives  to  me  is  not  enough  to  care  for  my  expenses.  It  is  my  sincere 
prayer  through  writing  to  you  there  may  be  more  Christian  brothers  and  sisters 
all  over  the  world  who  will  help  me  until  I'm  fully  recovered. 

Thank  you  for  your  ministry. 

— Dorothy  Saclala,  Care  Garvin  C.  Martin.  47-9  Arch — Bishop  Reyes,  Cebu 
City,  Philippines 

Mr.  Thompson's  Letter 

In  the  March  1970  edition  of  THE  LINK,  I  noticed  and  read  an  article  con- 
sisting of  a  letter  by  Mr.  Malcolm  Thompson  which  was  first  read  on  the  Huntley  - 
Brinkley  News  hour.  The  letter  expressed  Mr.  Thompson's  anger  and  grief  caused 
by  the  fact  that  the  name  of  his  son  was  being  read  in  a  peace  demonstration.  I 
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Is  a^ftarijuana  Harmless: 


? 


By  Jean  Paul  Smith 


WE  ARE  living  in  a  rather 
grim  period  in  America. 
Within  the  last  year  we  have  had 
sharp  increases  in  crime  and  highly 
visible  student  unrest  and  anarchy. 
We  have  seen  riots,  increased  drug 
abuse,  assassinations,  burnings, 
and  constant  tension  over  the  most 
hated  war  in  our  history.  Within 
our  own  boundaries,  we  continue 
to  visit  a  quiet  destruction  on  our 
environment  by  loading  our  air, 
earth,  and  water  with  the  garbage 
of  our  technology  without  thought 
for  the  balance  of  nature.  If 
this  were  not  enough,  our  imme- 
diate sensory  environment  shows  a 
comparable  pollution:  the  sights, 
smells  and  sounds  of  urban  Ameri- 
ca make  the  strongest  of  us  wish  to 
escape  to  the  peacefulness  of  ear- 
lier   times.     The    promise    of    our 


technology  is  also  a  curse  until  we 
learn  not  only  the  use  of  sophis- 
ticated tools  and  methods  but  also 
how  to  make  them  serve  the  goals 
for  which  we  live. 

In  times  of  trouble,  we  tradition- 
ally look  to  the  sources  of  values, 
among  which  are  the  family  and 
religion.  Yet  these  are  as  unset- 
tled as  other  institutions.  Families 
move  frequently,  and  divorce,  al- 
coholism, and  a  lack  of  sharing  in 
the  family  undermine  its  strength. 
Religion  is  also  going  through  its 
tests  of  relevance  and  ambivalence 
over  moral  authority. 

Before  I  begin  to  get  high  marks 
for  being  an  expert  doomsayer,  let 
me  indicate  what  I'm  driving  at. 
My  point  is  the  obvious  one  that 
our  world — the  adult  world — is  in 
a   series   of  constant  crises.   Many 
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of  the  young  people  who  are  un- 
settled and  disturbed,  who  choose 
not  to  follow  conventional  norms 
and  patterns,  are  reflecting  our 
world  in  a  condensed  often  highly 
visible  way. 

Right  Use  of  Drugs 

This  particular  pattern  holds 
also  for  the  drug  problem.  The 
experimentation  of  young  people 
with  drugs  comes  at  a  time  when 
technological  advances  bring  us 
wonder  drugs  and  increase  our  re- 
liance on  chemicals  to  increase  pro- 
ductivity and  to  alter  the  moods  of 
man.  Concerning  the  use  of  drugs, 
Dr.  Carl  Chambers,  a  sociologist, 
recently  said: 

Our  society  places  great  value  on 
the  "right"  use  of  drugs.  In  fact, 
drug  use  could  almost  be  used  to 
characterize  our  society.  Few  aspects 
of  our  personal  or  social  lives  are 
immune  from  chemical  effects.  The 
chemical  alterations  available  to  all 
of  us  is  almost  incalculable.  For  ex- 
ample, we  can  take  drugs  to  go  to 
sleep  or  to  stay  awake,  to  gain 
weight  or  to  lose  it,  etc.  Drug  use  is 
so  valued  in  our  society  that  drugs 
are  for  sale  legally  in  more  places 
than  it  is  possible  to  buy  food  and 
in  more  places  than  it  is  acceptable 
to  pray. 

The  many  drugs  of  our  chemical- 
ly oriented  society  present  us  with 
problems  as  well  as  potentials.  The 
stumbling  block  that  we  face  in  the 
drug  area  just  as  in  the  other  social 
conditions  mentioned  above  is  a 
lack  of  commitment  and  courage  to 
face  them  directly  without  turning 
away  or  becoming  numbed  or  over- 
whelmed by   their  complexity.   We 


need  to  face  the  chemical  curtain 
that  surrounds  us  and  to  find  out 
how  our  society  can  direct  these 
forces  to  serve  our  goals. 

There  is  little  risk  in  saying  that 
our  most  pressing  illicit  drug  prob- 
lem is  marijuana.  While  it  is  still 
controlled  under  the  Marijuana 
Tax  Act  of  1937,  our  society  has  be- 
gun to  show  changes  in  some  quar- 
ters of  the  way  it  is  viewed.  In  a 
loose  sense,  we  may  say  that  we 
have  three  classes  of  drugs  in  our 
culture:  the  medical  and  quasi- 
medical,  the  drugs  of  abuse,  and 
recreational  drugs.  Morphine  is  an 
example  of  medical  drug,  heroin  a 
drug  of  abuse,  and  alcohol  a  recrea- 
tional drug.  Marijuana  is  consid- 
ered a  drug  of  abuse  because  it 
serves  no  particular  medical  purpose 
which  some  other  drug  cannot  do 
better  and  because  our  society 
generally  does  not  consider  it  an 
acceptable  recreational  drug.  The 
crux  of  the  argument  is  whether  or 
not  our  society  will  control  the  sup- 
ply and  distribution  of  drugs  such 
as  marijuana.  The  contention  that 
marijuana  is  a  harmless  drug  seems 
to  me  to  be  entirely  inappropriate 
—there  is  no  such  thing  as  a  harm- 
less drug  by  the  commonly  accepted 
definition  of  the  term  drug — a  sub- 
stance which  changes  the  structure 
or  function  of  living  tissue. 

Perhaps  our  major  problem  with 
marijuana  is  that  we  don't  have 
the  kind  of  research  information 
needed  to  settle  many  of  the  ques- 
tions. We  do  have  some  limited  in- 
formation and  can  make  certain  in- 
ferences however. 

According  to  published  research, 


the  conclusion  is  really  inesca- 
pable: more  people  experimented 
with  marijuana  and  other  illicit 
drugs  in  the  middle  and  late  1960's 
than  ever  before. 

Without  relying  on  the  volumi- 
nous literature  based  on  personal 
experience  both  in  this  country 
and  abroad,  we  can  say  that  the 
active  ingredients  of  the  plant  ap- 
pears to  be  a  chemical  called  tetra- 
hydrocannabinol or  THC  for  short. 
It  is  really  a  family  of  drugs  found 
in  varying  strengths  in  the  plant. 
A  report  from  several  areas  of  the 
United  States  indicates  that  the 
average  amount  of  active  material 
in  the  plant  is  about  one  percent. 
Dr.  Harris  Isbell  of  the  University 
of  Kentucky  has  shown  that  one  of 
the  chemicals  in  THC  can,  in  suf- 
ficient concentration,  have  effects 
similar  to  those  of  LSD  in  bringing 
about  hallucinations,  changes  in 
body  image,  and  sensory  distor- 
tions. The  average  sized  high- 
school  student  would  ordinarily  not 
get  enough  of  the  drug  in  smoking 
one  cigarette  to  reach  this  level  of 
concentration,  presuming  a  healthy 
stable  personality  and  a  low  dose 
in  the  cigarette.  The  dangers  of 
marijuana  are  then  dose-related  for 
most  people;  however,  for  some  peo- 
ple in  certain  types  of  settings,  even 
small  amounts  may  cause  problems. 
While  amounts  of  the  active  ingre- 
dient in  the  plant  vary,  the  likeli- 
hood still  remains  that  if  a  person 
gets  pot  grown  in  this  country — it 
will  be  a  weaker  variety.  For 
healthy  people,  smoking  marijuana 
may  at  first  produce  no  effect  at 
all;  for  persons  with  unstable  per- 


sonalities or  poor  impulse  control 
it  may  be  a  different  story.  Thus, 
immediate  effects  of  a  drug  are  one 
class  of  reactions  and  trying  to  pre- 
dict what  will  happen  is  a  very 
risky  business. 

The  long  term  effects  of  marijuana 
are  more  problematic  but  poten- 
tially more  hazardous  than  the  im- 
mediate effects  of  experimentation. 
Research  in  this  country  has  prac- 
tically nothing  to  say  about  the 
chronic  use  of  pot  except  for  an 
occasional  newspaper  story.  En- 
tirely apart  from  whether  there  are 
physical  changes  in  the  brain  and 
vital  body  systems,  there  appear 
to  be  psychological  changes  in  life 
style,  loss  of  motivation  and  in- 
ability to  function  effectively  at 
particular  kinds  of  tasks.  All  this, 
remember,  depends  upon  the  in- 
dividual: his  health,  his  family 
and  personality,  and  the  sub-cul- 
ture in  which  he  travels  in  addition 
to  the  drugs  used. 

In  stating  its  view,  the  World 
Health  Organizations'  Expert  Com- 
mittee on  Drug  Dependence  said  in 
its  Sixteenth  Report: 

Medical  need  for  cannabis  (mari- 
juana) as  such  no  longer  exists.  How- 
ever, the  non-medical  use  of  this  sub- 
stance persists  and  has  been  increas- 
ing in  a  number  of  countries.  In  some 
countries,  there  are  considerable  dif- 
ference of  opinion  about  questions  of 
dependence  liability,  the  acute  and 
chronic  effects  in  the  individual  user 
and  the  community,  and  the  type  and 
nature  of  controls  to  be  applied. 

This  Committee  strongly  reaffirms 
the  opinions  expressed  in  previous 
reports  that  cannabis  is  a  drug  of  de- 
pendence,   producing    public    health 


and  social  problems,  and  that  its  con- 
trol must  be  continued. 

What  Can  Be  Done 
About  the  Drug  Problems? 

First,  let  us  begin  to  outline  some 
of  the  approaches  to  be  used  and 
to  make  a  strong  plea  for  flexible 
handling  of  problems,  especially 
as  they  are  seen  in  juveniles  and 
other  persons  whose  contact  with 
drugs  is  primarily  for  experimenta- 
tion. 

Enforcement  is  one  technique 
used  to  control  drug  abuse.  Feder- 
al efforts  to  enforce  laws  are  the 
primary  responsibility  of  the  Bu- 
reau of  Narcotics  and  Dangerous 
Drugs,  a  newly  formed  agency  of 
the  Department  of  Justice.  A  total 
of  750  agents  across  the  country 
constitute  the  enforcement  arm  of 
the  Bureau,  moving  against  the  il- 
licit importing,  manufacturing,  dis- 
tribution and  sale  of  dangerous 
drugs.  The  low  percentage  of  heroin 
in  many  parts  of  the  country  is 
probably  due  in  part  to  the  vig- 
orous efforts  of  our  agents.  On  a 
smaller  scale,  the  Bureau  also,  has 
training,  research  and  educational 
responsibilities  as  well. 

It  is  rather  clear  that  our  past 
reliance  on  legal  sanctions  has  not 
been  eminently  successful  in  pre- 
venting abuse,  especially  of  the 
"softer"  drugs.  Clearly,  a  more  flex- 
ible and  adoptable  system  of  sanc- 
tions is  needed.  Minimum  manda- 
tory penalties  and  long  prison 
terms  for  simple  possession  of  il- 
licit drugs  restrict  the  flexible 
handling  of  offenders  by  judges;  our 
society  has  slowly  moved  away  from 


these  sanctions.  The  laws  are  slow 
to  catch  up  to  the  social  consensus 
that  appears  to  have  developed, 
which  would  allow  for  discretion  on 
the  part  of  the  judges. 

Another  technique  used  to  pre- 
vent and  control  drug  and  delin- 
quency problems  is  education — 
education  of  all  people  involved 
but  especially  the  family.  It  is  in 
the  family  where  basic  attitudes 
are  formed,  where  concepts  of  right 
and  wrong,  self-respect  and  com- 
munity service  begin  to  take  on 
meaning.  As  a  psychologist  and  a 
parent,  I  feel  that  the  ingredients 
of  family  life  that  help  a  person  be- 
come a  responsible  adult  are  love, 
consistency,  and  limits.  With  a  dis- 
turbance in  any  of  these  areas,  or 
if  any  of  them  is  absent,  problems 
are  more  likely  to  develop  in  the 
young  person.  It  has  been  found  in 
social  science  research  that  alien- 
ated youngsters  are  more  likely  to 
come  from  homes  where  there  is  a 
lack  of  basic  agreement  between 
mother  and  father  with  mother  and 
son  lining  up  against  father.  Dr. 
Richard  Blum  has  said: 

Children  developing  in  such  fam- 
ilies who  become  psychologically  dis- 
turbed with  primary  features  of 
pessimism,  withdrawal  and  non-con- 
formity, are  those  most  likely  to  be- 
come drug  users  among  young  middle- 
class  and  upper-class  student  pop- 
ulations. 

Blum  also  studied  a  normal  pop- 
ulation and  found  that  "those  in 
high  drug  use  groups  reported  that 
they  received  more  medicines,  that 
they  enjoyed  being  sick  more,  that 


8 


more  medicine  and  physicians 
were  readily  available  than  for  per- 
sons in  low  (drug)  use  groups." 

In  the  area  of  alcohol,  we  have 
good  reason  to  think  that  family 
training  is  closely  related  with  sub- 
sequent drinking  habits.  For  par- 
ents who  do  not  use  alcohol  to  solve 
emotional  problems,  the  teaching 
of  their  children  how  to  drink  with- 
out problems  is  much  easier.  When 
a  parent  uses  any  drug  in  a  control- 
ling or  hostile  fashion,  or  is  am- 
bivalent about  the  drug,  there  is 
greater  likelihood  of  future  abuse 
by  the  child.  Thus,  patterns  of 
family  interaction  around  drugs  set 
the  stage  for  subsequent  use  by 
the  child.  Our  efforts  at  preven- 
tion of  drug  abuse  must  recognize 
the  fact  that  in  the  home  the  pri- 
mary process  of  learning  takes  place 
and,  upon  this  base,  the  future  ef- 
forts in  the  schools  or  peer  relations 
have  their  effects. 

The  area  of  negative  controllers 
or  penalties  needs  to  be  examined 
much  more  closely  before  we  can 
understand  what  seems  to  work  in 
setting  limits  on  drug  behavior. 
Punishment,  when  meted  out  by  an 
agency  of  the  community  or  state, 
probably  has  more  effect  after  a 
person  has  been  inducted  into  or 
processed  through  a  correctional 
system,  since  it  is  at  that  point 
that  he  understands  "the  system" 
and  knows  what  to  expect.  People 
may  be  concerned  about  getting 
caught  but  very  few  young  people 
give  legal  sanctions  as  their  reason 
for  not  starting  to  use  drugs,  or  if 
they  are  users — for  stopping  this 
practice.  By  and  large  they  tend  to 


give  more  personalized  reasons.  Dr. 
Allen  Cohen  studied  the  question 
of  why  young  people  stop  taking 
drugs  in  a  group  experiment  with 
five  young  people  whose  average 
age  was  19.  These  subjects  had 
averaged  twenty  trips  on  all  kinds 
of  drugs  and  then,  for  various  rea- 
sons, either  stopped  taking  drugs 
or  developed  substantially  nega- 
tive reactions  toward  them.  The 
group  was  told  to  imagine  that 
they  were  in  powerful  positions 
where  they  could  make  policies 
about  drug  use. Their  task  was  to 
develop  strategies  and  policies  for 
"turning  the  country  off."  They 
came  up  with  a  series  of  sugges- 
tions to  handle  the  drug  problem. 
Some  of  these  points  are  listed  as 
follows: 

— make  use  of  the  communica- 
tions media 

— stop  drug  production 

— make  society  a  little  more  de- 
sirable so  there  would  not  be  a  need 
to  escape  from  it 

— get  at  the  root  of  the  question: 
like  where  the  desire  comes  from, 
prohibition  doesn't  work 

— you  can  only  turn  people  from 
drugs  when  you  can  offer  them 
something  better 

— the  end  product  of  all  acid- 
takers  is  the  realization  that  you 
do  not  need  drugs  to  develop  your- 
self 

— start  pushing  the  Maharishi: 
get  rock  and  roll  groups  to  go  after 
the  Maharishi 

What  we  have  been  talking  about 
so  far  is  the  way  things  are  in  the 
metro-urban  pattern  of  life  in  the 
large  belts  of  land  surrounding  our 


cities.  The  question  for  young  peo- 
ple from  the  suburbs  is  not  wheth- 
er they  can  join  the  mainstream  of 
American  life,  but  whether  they 
want  to.  Theirs  is  a  question  of  com- 
mitment, values  and  identity. 

On  the  other  hand,  for  those  who 
live  in  the  inner  city  the  problem  is 
entirely  different.  They  tend  to  ac- 
cept the  ideology,  values  and 
standards  of  middle-class  society 
and  are  now  willing  to  fight  to  get 
in.  Material  goods  and  political 
power  are  the  vehicles  by  which 
these  people  want  to  achieve  self- 
respect. 

In  order  to  get  some  idea  of  the 
kinds  of  problems  faced  by  young- 
sters from  the  ghettos,  I  want  to 
paint  a  picture  for  you.  It  takes 
place  long  before  the  riots,  violence 
and  confrontations  appear.  The 
roots  of  social  disturbance  are 
found  in  the  pattern  of  deprivation 
and  style  of  living  rather  common 
for  many  emotionally  underprivi- 
leged in  the  ghetto. 

The  style  of  life  for  these  people 
is  seen  in  high  relief  in  the  patterns 
of  eating,  sleeping,  and  learning 
about  self  and  environment.  In 
many  of  their  homes  food  is  brought 
in  at  irregular  intervals  and  de- 
voured as  soon  as  it  arrives.  The 
child  learns  to  eat  whenever  there 
is  food  in  the  refrigerator  and  not 
at  pre-arranged  times.  He  does  not 
learn  that  food  is  available  when 
he  is  hungry  but  seizes  upon  any 
opportunity  to  feed  himself  with 
food  that  is  more  often  filling  rath- 
er than  nourishing.  Consumer  pat- 
terns of  the  parent  or  the  adult 
who  buys  the  food  is  often  based 


upon  ignorance  of  nutritional 
needs.  The  lack  of  consistent  sched- 
uling of  eating  time  further  rein- 
forces impulsiveness  in  the  young. 
The  sleeping  habits  of  the  family 
also  has  negative  impact.  Crowded 
living  conditions  and  lack  of  sched- 
uling of  parent  and  child  activi- 
ties contribute  to  erratic  behavior. 
The  same  room  may  house  many 
activities:  eating,  watching  TV, 
and  sleeping.  The  child's  sleeping 
pattern  is  disrupted  by  the  parents' 
wish  to  watch  TV  or  have  a  party, 
and  the  child  may  feel  sleepy  or 
dull  most  of  the  next  day  at  school, 
except  when  real  excitement  oc-' 
curs.  The  environment  becomes 
one  which  has  good  things  and  bad 
in  it  and  so  these  qualities  are  seen 
as  existing  in  the  environment  far 
more  than  in  the  person.  Control  of 
behavior  rests  with  the  environ- 
ment more  than  the  person.  The 
sense  of  achievement  and  mastery 
remain  with  the  outside  world  and 
the  inner  life  may  remain  unde- 
veloped. 

What  I  am  attempting  to  de- 
scribe is  the  lack  of  an  "average  ex- 
pectable environment"  which  most 
of  us  have  grown  so  accustomed 
to  that  we  seldom  think  about 
it.  This  type  of  environment  is  the 
breeding  ground  for  the  emotional- 
ly underprivileged.  Over-stimula- 
tion from  the  environment  and  un- 
der control  in  the  form  of  incon- 
sistent or  absent  setting  of  limits 
by  parents,  or  the  community,  sur- 
round these  youths.  The  very  pat- 
terns which  bring  life's  small  pleas- 
ures to  the  adult  or  parent  are  dis- 
abling emotionally  to  the  child. 
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Both  of  these  patterns  that  I 
have  described,  the  educated  who 
are  thinking  of  dropping  out  and 
the  deprived  who  are  fighting  to 
get  in,  show  the  weakness  of  our 
current  educational  approaches  in 
the  community  and  the  school. 
Whatever  else  we  have  done  in  this 
area,  we  have  done  rather  poorly  in 
self-development  and  self-realiza- 
tion for  both  ourselves  and  our 
young  people. 

What  shall  we  do  about  these 
problems?  The  first  step  is  to  recog- 
nize how  complex  they  are  and  that 
they  are  related  to  other  pressing 
problems.  Sustained  efforts  and  im- 
provement on  all  fronts  are  neces- 
sary. The  complexity  of  drugs  and 
delinquency  includes  the  gap  be- 
tween our  rhetoric  and  social  real- 
ity. One  is  tempted  to  say  "tell  it 
the  way  it  is"  but  the  replacement 
of  old  slogans  with  new  is  hardly 
progress.  Perhaps  the  major  prob- 
lem is  to  carry  out  an  extended 
dialogue  on  the  need  for  a  balance 
between  love  and  limit-setting  and 
how  important  it  is  to  develop  con- 
sistent limits.  The  crises  of  youth 
are  the  test  of  the  adult  generation. 
Both  the  energies  of  youth  and  con- 
stant crises  are  potent  forces  to 
make  our  institutions  more  respon- 
sive to  human  needs.  Many  of  these 
changes  are  long  overdue.  ■  ■ 


CONVERSATION  PIECE 
They  say  that  money  talks,  and  yet 
I  answer  with  a  sigh. 
For  all  it  ever  says  to  me 
Is  just,  "Good-by,  good-by." 

— Mary  Hamlett  Goodman 


SPIRITUAL  LIFE 
CONFERENCES  CONTINUE 

Last  year  there  were  seven  Air  Force 
Spiritual  Life  conferences  with  an  at- 
tendance of  5,375.  This  year  there  are 
nine;  and  the  Air  Force  is  right  in  the 
midst  of  them. 

Four  have  been  held  in  July  at 
Thousand  Oaks,  Calif.;  Estes  Park, 
Colo.;  Squaw  Valley,  Calif.;  and  Arka- 
delphia,  Ark. 

Five  are  to  be  held  in  August:  Warm 
Beach,  Wash.,  3-7,  Aug.;  Silver  Bay, 
N.Y.,  3-7  Aug.;  Mo-Ranch,  Hunt,  Tex., 
10-14  Aug.;  St.  Olaf  College,  Northfield, 
Minn.,  17-21  Aug.;  Ridgecrest,  N.  C, 
3-7  Sept. 

These  conferences  are  meaningful  in 
the  renewal  of  your  Christian  faith.  You 
have  a  good  time  and  you  grow  in 
knowledge  and  devotion  to  your  Lord. 

TALK  WITH  YOUR  CHAPLAIN 
about  the  possibility  of  your  going. 


CLOSENESS 

Perhaps  in  the  distance 

There's  someone  we  know, 

Too  far  to  be  seen,  or  be  heard, 

But  a  letter  arrives, 

Warming  the  heartstrings 

As  though  from  a  close  spoken  word. 

The  distance  may  vary, 

But  closeness  is  measured 

By  feelings  we  have  in  the  heart. 

Thank  God,  when  we  write 

We  get  closer  to  others, 

And  distance  is  less  far  apart! 

— Ruth  Linnea  Erickson 
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The  village  of  Bethlehem  is  a  few  miles  south  of  Jerusalem  in  the  Judean 
hills.  The  Church  of  the  Nativity  was  built  over  the  traditional  birthplace  of 
Jesus  to  protect  it  from  relic-seeking  pilgrims.  "Joseph  went  up  ...  to  the  city 
of  David,  which  is  called  Bethlehem,  to  be  enrolled  with  Mary  .  .  .  who  was 
with  child  . . ." 
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By  Irene  Murray 


JESUS,    the    Christ,    was    born,  as  Israel  ...  a  country  of  rocky  hills 

lived,    taught,     died    and    rose  —sometimes      green-covered      and 

again  in  the  small  country  known  sometimes   rock-bare — chalky,    sea- 

12 


bordered  deserts  .  .  .  cities  of  rock- 
block  homes  on  sloping  hills  .  .  . 
green  valleys  of  orange-laden  trees 
.  .  .  terraced  hills  of  olive  trees  .  . . 
diamond-clear  lakes. 

As  far  as  we  know  he  never  jour- 
neyed beyond  the  borders.  Yet,  the 
religion  he  founded  encircles  the 
world,  though  it's  still  a  minority 
faith  in  his  chosen  homeland. 

I  can't  remember  when  I  first 
heard  about  Jesus  .  .  .  nor  can  I  re- 
member when  I  first  really  felt  he 
was  with  me.  But  last  January  I  had 
the  opportunity  to  see  his  birth- 
place, his  hometown,  his  lake-dot- 
ted countryside  where  he  taught 
and  healed,  his  deathplace,  and  his 
resurrection-place. 

A  number  of  religious  journalist 
organizations  (among  them  the  As- 


*~     "'  "• 


Members  of  our  party  stoop  to  enter 
the  low,  narrow  door  into  the  Church 
of  the  Nativity.  Jesus  said  that  one  who 
seeks  God  must  be  humble,  for 
"whoever  does  not  receive  the  kingdom 
of  God  like  a  child  shall  not  enter  it." 


Traditional  birthspot  of  Jesus.  "And  she  gave  birth  to  her  first-born  son  and 
wrapped  him  in  swaddling  cloths,  and  laid  him  in  a  manger  .  .  ."  Truly,  this 
is  not  the  way  the  cavern  looked  on  the  night  that  Jesus  was  born. 
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One  of  the  largest  towns  in  Galilee  is  Nazareth,  the  hometown  of  Jesus. 
Dominating  the  center  of  the  picture  is  the  Church  of  the  Annunciation,  built 
over  the  spot  where  tradition  says  the  angel  appeared  to  Mary,  saying:  "Hail, 
O  favored  one  ...  for  you  will  conceive  in  your  womb  and  bear  a  son,  and  you 
shall  call  his  name  Jesus  .  .  ." 


After  the  baptism  of  Jesus  in  the  Jordan,  Jesus  was  "led  by  the  Spirit  .  .  .  into 
the  wilderness  and  tempted  by  the  devil."  This  is  the  traditional  spot  where 
Jesus  endured  testing  for  forty  days  and  nights  before  beginning  his  ministry 
in  Galilee. 


* 
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sociated  Church  Press  to  which  we 
belong)  sponsored  a  tour  planned 
by  the  Israeli  Ministry  of  Tourism, 
and  I  was  one  of  the  fortunate  sixty 
who  made  the  trip.  We  were  Catho- 
lic, Jew,  and  Protestant.  To  those 
who  planned  it  and  accompanied 
us — Mrs.  liana  Perelstein  of  the 
Ministry  of  Tourism  and  Dr.  Gab- 


Photographers  take  pictures  of  a  third 
century  synagogue  in  Capernaum  which 
supposedly  was  built  at  the  same  spot 
as  the  one  in  which  Jesus  taught . . . 
"And  they  were  astonished  at  his 
teaching,  for  his  word  was  with 
authority."  Nearby  stands  the  ruins 
of  Peter's  house  where  Jesus  healed 
Peter's    mother-in-law    from    a    fever. 


The  green -covered  hills  slope  down  to  the  Sea  of  Galilee  forming  a  natural 
amphitheater  where,  according  to  tradition,  Jesus  preached  the  Sermon  on  the 
Mount  .  .  .  "He  sat  down  and  his  disciples  came  to  him.  And  he  opened  his 
mouth  saying,  Blessed  is  .  .  ."  The  church  shown  here  belongs  to  Italian 
Franciscan  nuns. 
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This  ancient  mosaic  commemorating  the  miracle  of  the  feeding  of  the  4,000  is 
in  a  Benedictine  monastery  by  the  Sea  of  Galilee  .  .  .  "He  took  seven  loaves 
and  the  fish,  and  having  given  thanks  he  broke  them  and  gave  them  to  the 
disciples  . . .  And  they  took  up  seven  baskets  full  of  broken  pieces  left  over  .  .  ." 


Part  of  the  wall  at  the  Damascus  Gate  leading  into  the  old  city  of  Jerusalem. 
Twin  domes  on  the  skyline  are  of  the  Church  of  the  Holy  Sepulchre,  in  which 
are  the  last  five  stations  of  the  cross. 


riel  Padon,  Press  Consul — the  Gen- 
eral Commission  on  Chaplains  who 
sponsored  me,  I  owe  one  of  the  most 
memorable  experiences  of  my  life 
.  .  .  seeing  Jesus'  land. 

...  It  was  a  bright  day  of  golden 
sunshine,  clear  blue  sky,  pure  crisp 
air  when  our  buses  arrived  in  Beth- 
lehem. We  rode  two  buses  and  were 
accompanied  by  two  guides:  Father 
John  and  Joseph,  who  gave  us  the 
background  information  of  the 
places  we  visited.  In  the  square  out- 
side the  Church  of  the  Nativity,  the 
guides  explained  the  event  which 
made  this  small  village  famous 
while  all  of  us  got  out  our  cameras 
and  started  clicking.  We  stooped 
to  enter  the  church  and  saw  the 
beautiful  altar,  hanging  lamps.  We 
descended    narrow    stone    steps    to 


One  of  the  most  sacred  sites  to  Christians 
all  over  the  world  is  the  Upper  Room 
where  many  believe  Jesus  observed 
his  last  supper  with  his  disciples . . . 
"When  it  was  evening,  he  sat  at  table 
with  the  twelve  . . ." 


The  Garden  of  Gethsemane  is  on  the  slope  of  the  Mount  of  Olives.  Here 
Jesus  said  to  Peter,  James,  and  John:  "My  soul  is  very  sorrowful,  even  to 
death:  remain  here,  and  watch  with  me  .  .  ." 
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The  author  stands  beside  one  of  the  ancient  olive  trees  that  may  have  witnessed 
the  agony  of  Jesus  .  .  .  "My  Father,  if  it  be  possible,  let  this  cup  pass  from 
me  .  .  .  not  as  I  will,  but  as  thou  wilt  .  .  ." 


the  small  dimly -lighted  cavern 
where  tradition  marks  the  spot  of 
Jesus'  birth.  We  huddled  in  the 
small  space  while  Father  John  read 
the  birth  story.  Here  Jesus  was 
born! 

. .  .  We  toured  the  village  of  Naza- 
reth in  a  downpour  with  the  water 
rushing  down  the  open  gutters  of 
the  narrow,  steep-twisting  streets. 
Joseph  and  Mary  lived  here  and  re- 


"And  they  spat  on  him  . . .  and  struck 
him  on  the  head  . . .  and  led  him  away 
to  crucify  him."  The  Way  of  the  Cross 
is  a  narrow  street  in  the  old  city  of 
Jerusalem  connecting  the  Roman  judg- 
ment hall  and  the  Church  of  the  Holy 
Sepulchre  . . .  the  way  Jesus  bearing 
his  cross  was  led  to  Calvary. 


turned  here  from  Egypt.  We  entered 
the  Church  of  the  Annunciation 
where  supposedly  the  angel  ap- 
peared to  Mary.  Jesus  grew  from 
boy  to  man  in  this  village! 
. .  .  After  his  baptism  in  the  River 
Jordan,  he  was  led  into  the  desert 
wilderness,  alone,  to  be  tested.  He 
was  tempted  to  turn  stones  into 
bread  to  appease  his  gnawing  hun- 
ger, but  God  sustains  life  without 
bread;  to  jump  from  a  pinnacle  to 
force  God  to  save  him;  to  conquer 
the  world  politically  rather  than 
spiritually.  Here  Jesus  was  tested 
for  forty  days! 

. .  .  We  saw  the  "digs"  where  tradi- 
tion says  the  synagogue  at  which 
Jesus  taught  and  the  house  of  Peter 
were.  We  visited  the  Sea  of  Galilee 
— not  a  sea  but  a  freshwater  lake, 
clear  and  smooth — with  the  morn- 
ing mist  blessing  it.  A  lone  boat 
brought  tourists  to  the  wooden 
landing  pier.  We  had  read  that  it 
was  a  lake  with  hundreds  of  boats 
and  fishermen  when  Jesus  taught 
here  and  called  Peter,  Andrew, 
James  and  John  to  follow  him. 
Here  Jesus  taught! 
. .  .  We  saw  the  hillside  on  the  lake 
where  Jesus  blessed  all  men,  healed 
the  sick,  helped  the  poor,  comforted 
the  anxious.  Here  Jesus  healed  the 
bodies  and  hearts  of  men! 
. .  .  With  his  disciples  he  went 
throughout  the  land  proclaiming  the 
good  news  of  God's  love.  Then,  when 
he  was  only  thirty -three,  he  came 
to  Gethsemane  one  dark  night.  I 
wondered  if  the  ancient,  twisted 
trees — tree  specialists  say  they 
may  be  2,000  years  old — could  have 
witnessed    his    anguish    while    his 


Each  Easter-time  pilgrims  come  from 
all  over  the  world  to  re-enact  the 
crucifixion  of  Jesus  .  .  .  "And  there 
followed  him  a  great  multitude  of  people 
and  of  women  who  bewailed  and 
lamented  him ..." 


disciples  slept,  exhausted.  Here 
Jesus  prayed! 

.  .  .  We  walked  along  the  narrow 
streets  of  Jerusalem.  Roman  proce- 
dure was  to  walk  the  criminal 
throughout  the  city  proceeded  by 
a  wooden  cross-arm  on  which  the 
list  of  his  crimes  was  printed.  We 
came  to  the  Church  of  the  Holy 
Sepulchre,  the  very  spot  where 
many  believe  Jesus  died,  where 
his  body  was  placed  in  the  tomb  on 
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Some  members  of  the  tour  listen  to  Father  John  (left),  one  of  the  tour  guides, 
as  he  explains  the  significance  of  symbols  in  the  Church  of  the  Holy  Sepulchre. 


the  evening  of  the  Sabbath,  where 
an  earthquake  rolled  the  huge 
stone  away  on  the  first  morning  of 
the  week.  In  the  beautiful  church 
one  can  only  imagine  what  it  must 
have  been  like  in  the  most  glorious 
springtime  the  world  has  ever 
known — the  grass  must  have  been 
greener,  the  flowers  brighter,  and 
the  birdsong  sweeter.  Here  he  died 
and  here  he  was  resurrected.  Here 
his  disciples  saw  the  death  of  their 
faith,  and  the  resurrection  of  it. 

Suppose  that  Jesus  had  not  been 
here?  Suppose  it  had  not  really 
happened   at   all?    Suppose   it   was 


only  the  muddled  dreams  of  old 
men,  the  anxious  hopes  of  old  wom- 
en? We'd  still  be  wandering  about 
in  a  dark,  confused,  and  frighten- 
ing world,  hopeless  and  afraid.  The 
world  is  dark  with  the  selfishness 
and  greed  of  men,  confused  and 
brutal  in  their  cross -purposes, 
frightening  in  their  hatreds  and 
clashes.  Jesus  died,  but  he  rose 
again.  On  all  sides  were  evidences 
that  Israel — the  nation  destroyed 
in  70  A.D. — has  been  resurrected, 
and  has  recovered  its  nationhood. 
Stronger  than  death  is  resurrec- 
tion. We  are  not  hopeless  nor  afraid. 
Because  Jesus  is  here! 
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Interior  of  the  Church  of  the  Holy  Sepulchre  on  Golgotha  where  according  to 
tradition  Jesus  was  crucified,  buried,  and  where  he  was  resurrected.  The 
high  vaulted  wall  above  the  altar  gives  one  the  feeling  of  upward  release  that 
Jesus  must  have  felt  when  he  said:  "Father,  forgive  them  for  they  know  not 
what  they  do."  And  much  later:  "Father,  into  thy  hands  I  commit  my  spirit!" 
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Comes  the  Resolution 


By  C.  A.  Page 


FROM  her  place  at  the  sewing 
table,  Joan  Mardsley  glanced 
at  her  husband,  relaxed  and  read- 
ing his  paper.  "Bill,  those  kids  were 
playing  in  the  street  again." 

The  newspaper  rustled  slightly 
but  he  didn't  answer. 

"Those  crazy  drivers  go  by  ninety 
miles  an  hour,  and  with  these  dirt 
streets     in    the    subdivision,     they 


could  throw  a  rock  or  skid  and  no 
telling  what  might  happen." 

"Oh."  The  paper  rattled  more 
sharply. 

"So  I  went  out  and  told  them  to 
get  back  in  their  own  yards  to  keep 
from  getting  hurt." 

Bill  laid  down  the  paper  then. 
"I  doubt  if  the  cars  go  ninety,  and 
they  are  not  our  children.  Let  their 
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Was  Joan  a  mere  busybody  or  a  deeply  concerned  neighbor? 


parents  get  after  them." 

"But  you  know  they  won't." 

"So  they  won't.  Don't  worry 
about  it."  Then  he  noticed  what 
she  was  doing.  "What's  the  project 
this  time?" 

"Making  a  birthday  present  for 
our  little  newspaper  girl.  Cute,  eh?" 

He  said  yes,  not  even  asking  what 
it  was,  and  went  back  to  his  paper. 

"The  four  Bevington  girls  were 
here  after  I  got  home  from  work." 

"What  did  they  want?" 

"Oh,  I  promised  to  help  them 
make  cards  and  presents  for  Madge 
for  Mother's  Day." 

"That's  nice." 

"They  behaved  like  little  ladies 
after  I  told  them  to  or  the  project 
was  off.  They  never  scuff  around  in 
my  house,  not  like  they  do  at  home." 

"Look,  Joan,  it's  their  home.  If 
they  want  to  tear  up  the  joint  that's 
their  business." 

This  time  she  ignored  him  and 
returned  to  the  sewing  machine. 
The  next  day  was  Saturday,  and 
she  had  to  get  it  finished  for  the 
paper  girl.  She  always  looked  for- 
ward to  Saturdays  after  working  at 
the  office  all  week,  even  with  all 
the  housework  she  had  to  do. 

THE  first  thing  that  got  her  off 
the  track  the  next  morning  was 
the  whining  and  yelping  of  the  big 
German  shepherd  across  the  alley. 
She  glanced  out  the  back  window 
and,  sure  enough,  the  dog  was  all 
tangled  up  in   his   chain.   Jumping 


wildly  around,  he  finally  got  him- 
self so  snarled  up  he  fell  and 
couldn't  get  up. 

During  what  seemed  like  many 
minutes,  she  waited  for  one  of  the 
Hausers  to  come  out  to  help  him. 
They  did  not,  so  she  went  across 
the  alley,  letting  herself  in  through 
their  gate.  "Just  a  minute,  boy, 
I'll  have  you  loose."  The  dog 
writhed  around  trying  to  kick  him- 
self free.  "Hold  on  now,  I'll  get  you 
out  of  that  mess." 

As  soon  as  she  loosened  the  tan- 
gled chain,  he  licked  her  face,  al- 
most knocking  her  down. 

"Is  there  something  I  can  do  for 
you,  Mrs.  Mardsley." 

It  was  the  dog's  owner. 

"Well  ..."  she  faltered  a  little. 
"I  felt  sorry  for  your  dog.  He  was 
even  gasping  for  breath,  so  I ...  " 

"I  believe  we  are  capable  of  tak- 
ing care  of  our  pet,  Mrs.  Mardsley," 
he  said  smoothly. 

Joan  brushed  the  dirt  off  her 
slacks  and  at  the  same  time  petted 
the  shepherd.  "Yes,  I  expect  you 
are,"  she  agreed,  but  really 
thought,  yes,  capable  of  letting  him 
suffer.  "Excuse  my  trespassing." 
She  marched  to  the  gate,  shut  it 
behind  her  firmly  and  by  the  time 
she  got  home  she  was  furious.  She 
wished  Bill  were  home.  She  would 
tell  him  about  those  "nice"  people 
across  the  alley. 

Her  anger  didn't  slow  down  her 
work,  and  by  noon  the  thing  had 
sort  of  slipped  into  the  back  of  her 
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mind.  In  mid-afternoon  she  was 
cleaning  the  inside  of  her  bedroom 
windows  when  she  saw  Bill  still 
had  a  pile  of  dried  weeds  to  burn  in 
the  back  yard.  It  must  have  been 
two  feet  high  and  it  was  moving. 
Yes.  she  told  herself,  it  was  moving. 

A  head  popped  up  out  of  the 
weeds.  "These  kids  sure  can  have 
fun  playing  with  the  darndest 
things,"  she  said  aloud. 

While  doing  the  next  window. 
I  she  saw  they  were  the  two  Bradley 
!  boys.  She  not  only  knew  their 
names,  but  their  ages  and  birth- 
days. After  all,  she  never  missed 
giving  them  a  little  something  each 
year.  They  crouched  down  near  the 
edge  of  the  pile  and  both  struck 
;  matches,  trying  to  get  the  weeds 
:  to  burn. 

Again  she  sailed  out  of  her  back 
door.  "All  right!  That's  enough  of 
that.  Do  you  want  to  burn  your- 
selves up?"  she  demanded. 

They  scattered  like  chickens, 
leaving  the  matches  behind.  Round- 
ing the  corner  of  the  house,  they 
shouted,  "Mrs.  Mardsley's  an  old 
grouch.  Mrs.  Mardsley's  an  old 
grouch." 

She  didn't  mind  being  called  a 
grouch,  but  "old"  no.  After  all  she 
was  only  thirty -five. 

Back  in  the  house  she  called 
Sara  Bradley.  "Sara,  I  just  thought 
you  ought  to  know,  I  caught  your 
boys  playing  with  matches." 

"Those  kids!  I've  told  them  a 
million  times  to  leave  fire  alone." 

"Well,  they  apparently  don't 
hear  you.  They  tried  to  set  fire,  to 
some  weeds.  One  of  these  days  they 
could  get  burned  badly! " 


"I'll  remind  them  again." 

"Maybe  a  good  spanking  would 
put  the  point  across." 

For  a  moment  there  was  silence 
on  the  other  end  of  the  line.  "Joan, 
do  me  a  favor  and  stop  butting  in 
where  it  doesn't  concern  you.  These 
are  my  kids  and  I'll  raise  them  my 
own  way!" 

Then  the  line  went  dead.  Sara 
had  hung  up  on  her.  Joan  hadn't 
even  had  time  to  say,  "But  it's  my 
back  yard."  She  knew  it  wouldn't 
have  made  any  difference.  She 
would  have  called  anyway.  She  sat 
at  the  kitchen  table,  receiver  still 
in  her  hand.  She  wasn't  one  to  get 
headaches,  but  she  felt  one  coming 
on.  "That's  the  thanks  I  get  for 
trying  to  help." 

BILL  got  the  full  brunt  of  her  an- 
ger when  he  came  home  that 
night.  He  hardly  had  time  to  take 
off  his  coat  and  tie  before  she  stall- 
ed in. 

"Wait  just  a  minute!"  Bill  said. 
"Joan,  you  sit  down  there  and  lis- 
ten to  me." 

She  did,  but  reluctantly. 

"It's  fine  for  you  to  worry  about 
the  entire  world,  but  in  the  first 
place,  you  haven't  any  business  in- 
terfering with  other  people's  lives. 
In  the  second  place,  they  don't  ap- 
preciate it,  and  probably  dislike 
you  for  it." 

"I  don't  think  it's  right  for  the 
kids  to  be  running  around  in  the 
street,  and  I  don't  think  it's  right 
for  people  to  treat  their  animals 
like  they  do.  And  ..." 

"It  may  not  be  right,  but  you 
can't   live   other  people's   lives    for 
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them."  He  hesitated  a  moment. 
"How  would  you  like  it  if  the  neigh- 
bors protested  your  feeding  all  the 
birds  in  the  country  in  our  back 
yard?  It  looks  like  a  Hitchcock 
movie  and  maybe  some  people  don't 
like  your  feathered  friends." 
"I  think  it's  kind  to  feed  them." 
"So  our  neighbors  could  care  less, 
but  they  don't  tell  you  to  knock  it 
off." 

Joan  drummed  the  table  top  with 
her  fingers.  She  had  had  just  about 
enough  for  one  day.  "All  right!  All 
right!  If  you  think  that's  the  way 
everybody  feels,  then  starting  right 
now  I'm  going  to  be  like  the  mon- 
keys." 

"What  monkeys?  The  TV  kind?" 
"No,  the  little  figurines.  I'll  hear 
nothing,  see  nothing,  and  say  noth- 
ing." 

THROUGHOUT  the  coming 
week,  Joan  thought  she  might 
be  like  a  heavy  drinker  trying  to 
stay  away  from  the  bottle.  She 
pointedly  ignored  all  activities 
around  her  block.  If  she  saw  some- 
thing that  she  thought  needed 
tending  to,  she  immediately  looked 
the  other  way.  This  was  fairly  easy, 
being  home  just  in  the  late  after- 
noon. But  when  Saturday  came 
again,  it  seemed  everything  hap- 
pened at  once. 

She  tried  to  ignore  the  speeding 
car  that  hit  a  rock,  driving  it 
through  the  spokes  of  one  of  the 
children's  bicycle  wheels.  She 
didn't  call  the  police  to  complain 
about  the  speeder,  and  she  didn't 
rush  out  to  see  if  the  boy  were 
hurt.   Sara  Bradley   apparently   did 


see  it,  because  she  went  out  to  drag 
the  bicycle  and  her  son  back  across 
the  street. 

Later  in  the  morning,  Joan  no- 
ticed the  Hauser's  shepherd  dog 
had  broken  his  chain  and  was  wan- 
dering down  the  alley.  For  a  second 
she  almost  went  after  him,  but 
bravely  she  fought  off  the  urge.  "I 
hope  the  dog-catcher  isn't  cruising 
in  our  neighborhood  today,"  she 
thought. 

Around  noon,  while  taking  trash 
out  to  the  barrel  in  the  alley,  she 
heard  all  the  kids  in  the  neighbor- 
hood talking  and  laughing  in  the 
partially  constructed  house  across 
the  alley  on  the  corner.  This  wasn't 
unusual,  for  the  new  house  fasci- 
nated them.  They  played  around 
it  whenever  the  carpenters  were 
gone.  Then  she  saw  them  with  their 
lunch  sacks  having  a  picnic  in  the 
nearly  completed  garage.  She 
laughed  to  herself  and  thought  of 
the  strange  ways  kids  have  fun. 

After  going  back  in  the  house, 
and  while  busy  at  the  sink,  she 
saw  curly-cues  of  smoke  coming 
from  the  garage.  After  counting  all 
eight  children  running  out  of  the 
building,  she  went  on  to  other 
chores.  "Let  someone  else  call  the 
fire  department,"  she  said  aloud. 
She  wouldn't  even  look  out  the 
back  windows.  Someone  did  call 
the  fire  department  because  a  few 
minutes  later  she  heard  sirens  and 
men  shouting  and  a  conglomera- 
tion of  noise.  But  she  still  wouldn't 
look.  To  be  as  far  away  from  it  as 
possible,  she  swept  off  the  front 
porch.  One  of  the  neighbor  girls  ran 
past     her    and     slowed    just     long 
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enough  to  say,  "There's  a  big  fire 
across  the  alley,  Mrs.  Mardsley. 
Did  you  see  it?" 

"No,  I  hadn't  noticed."  But  the 
girl  didn't  stay  to  hear  her  answer. 

Joan  glanced  over  toward  Mrs. 
Louise  Corey's  house,  and  won- 
dered where  she  had  been  all  day. 
Usually  Louise  did  her  grocery 
shopping  Saturday  morning,  then 
puttered  around  her  yard  in  the 
afternoon.  "Probably  got  lonely, 
living  alone  like  that,  and  went 
visiting." 

THE  FIRST  thing  Bill  said  when 
he  got  home  at  five-thirty  was, 
"Did  you  hear  about  that  hit-and- 
run  driver  they  arrested  todav?" 

"No." 

"They  caught  him  about  five 
blocks  from  here.  Apparently,  he 
sideswiped  a  car  and  took  off.  No 
one  injured,  but  they  will  toss  the 
book  at  him  for  leaving  the  scene. 
He  must  have  gone  by  here." 

"Didn't  notice." 

Bill  helped  himself  to  a  cold 
drink.  "I  had  to  laugh  at  Sam 
Hauser." 

"What's  his  problem?"  Joan 
asked,  a  little  put  out  at  the  owner 
of  the  German  shepherd. 

"His  dog  got  picked  up,  and  Sam 
had  to  pay  a  ten  dollar  fine." 

"Picked  up?" 

"By  the  dog-catcher." 

Joan  smiled.  "Serves  him  right, 
the  way  they  treat  that  poor  dog." 

Her  husband  sat  at  the  kitchen 
table  and  -thumbed  through  the 
mail.  "Nothing  but  bills,"  Bill  said. 
"Oh,  how  bad  was  the  fire?" 

"What  fire?" 


"Well,  across  the  alley."  He  got 
up  and  looked  out  the  window. 
"What  do  you  know!  Darn  near 
burned  it  down.  I  saw  Chief  Willis 
just  before  I  came  home.  He  said 
some  kids  were  playing  with 
matches." 

Joan  was  very  busy  trying  to  set 
the  table.  "I  didn't  pay  any  at- 
tention." She  wished  Bill  would 
get  out  of  the  kitchen  so  she  could 
get  on  with  supper. 

"How's  Louise  Corey?" 

"I  guess,  all  right.  I  haven't  seen 
her  so  she  must  be  visiting  around 
somewhere." 

"That's  funny." 

"What  is?" 

"I  talked  with  Doc  Read  this 
morning  and  he  mentioned  that  she 
wasn't  feeling  very  well.  Sent  her 
home  and  told  her  to  stay  in  bed  if 
she  wanted  to  get  rid  of  the  flu. 
That  stuff  is  sure  going  around 
again." 

Joan  dried  her  hands  on  a  towel. 
"There  hasn't  been  anyone  around 
her  place  this  afternoon.  Not  even 
the  doctor.  I  would  have  seen  some- 
one." 

"She's  probably  doing  what  he 
told  her  .  .  .  resting." 

Joan  hung  up  the  towel  and  head- 
ed for  the  front  door.  "I'm  going 
over  to  see  if  she  needs  anything." 

"What  about  your  resolution?" 

Joan  looked  back  at  him  and  al- 
most laughed,  thinking  of  all  the 
things  she  hadn't  seen,  or  heard 
about  in  the  block  today.  But  she 
didn't  want  to  argue  that  point 
again.  "This  is  different." 

Bill  did  laugh  at  her. 

"Laugh  all  you   want.   I'm  going 
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over  to  see  if  there  is  anything  I 
can  do." 

At  Louise's  front  door,  she  push- 
ed the  buzzer.  No  response,  so  she 
knocked  hard.  She  could  hear  the 
little  French  poodle  whining  some- 
where inside,  then  the  dog  looked 
out  the  picture  window.  He  wagged 
his  tail  and  jumped  down.  She 
knew  he  was  right  inside  the  door. 
He  ran  back  to  the  window  and  re- 
peated his  whining  and  tail-wag- 
ging, then  back  to  the  door. 

Joan  hesitated  a  minute  before 
she  went  in.  The  dog  didn't  try  to 
get  out,  but  jumped  around,  like 
poodles  do,  and  ran  to  the  door 
leading  to  the  garage  just  off  the 
kitchen. 

"Louise?  Louise?  Are  you  here?" 
No  answer. 

The  dog  bounded  back  to  her  and 
stood  up  waving  its  paws.  Again  it 
ran  to  the  garage  door,  so  Joan  fol- 
lowed. The  door  was  partly  open, 
and  the  dog  went  through  the 
opening. 

"Louise?" 

Her  neighbor  was  sprawled  awk- 
wardly at  the  bottom  of  the  three 
steps.  Her  eyes  opened  slowly.  "I 
never  thought  anyone  would  come," 
she  whispered.  "I  prayed  and  then 
I  guess  I  fainted  ...  so  many  times. 
I .  .  .  can't  even  talk  very  loud." 

Joan  looked  at  Louise's  twisted 
leg,  but  didn't  touch  it.  "It  might 
be  broken,  so  I  won't  move  you." 

She  went  into  the  kitchen  and 
soaked  a  towel  in  cold  water  to  put 
on  her  neighbor's  head.  "You'll 
have  to  stay  this  way  until  the  doc- 
tor comes.  I've  called  him." 

Louise  whispered  thanks. 
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Joan  went  back  and  called  her 
husband.  "Bill,  you  better  come 
right  over.  Louise  fell  and  probably 
broke  her  leg,  and  I've  called  the 
doctor.  We  can  at  least  make  her 
comfortable  until  he  comes.  Oh, 
yes,  one  other  thing.  The  resolution 
goes  out  the  window.  I  may  be  a 
buttinski,  and  people  may  not  like 
me,  but  somebody  has  to  look  out 
for  this  neighborhood,  and  it  might 
as  well  be  me."  B  ■ 
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CMH  Box  ?5B 


By  Lewis  H.  Kreuzer 


JIM  Jordan  opened  his  eyes  to  a 
bright,  sunlit  room.  It  was  mid- 
morning.  Awake  earlier  as  the  men 
on  day  shift  went  off  to  work,  he 
had  dozed  off  again.  Now  he  could 
enjoy  the  luxury  of  a  slow  start  on 
his  day  off,  which  he  planned  to 
spend  catching  up  on  odds  and 
ends.  It  was  a  good  feeling,  those 
first  moments  of  awareness;  then, 
looking  across  the  room  he  saw 
Laura's  picture  on  the  table.  Then 
it  all  came  back  like  a  heavy  weight 
deep  inside.  His  spirit  dropped  and 
even  the  room  seemed  to  grow 
darker  as  he  remembered. 

"No  letter  from  Laura!  It  wasn't 
like  her  not  to  write.  There  had  al- 
ways been  a  letter,  at  least  every 
few  days;  certainly  not  as  much  as 
a  week;  but  now  it  had  been  two 
weeks,  fourteen  long  days  since 
there  had  been  a  letter  from  Laura." 

Before  this  the  trip  to  the  mail 
room  had  been  the  high   point   of 


Jim's  day.  That  little  brass  door 
with  its  shiny  knob,  and  black  let- 
ters, No.  256,  had  almost  taken  on 
a  personality,  for  it  was  the  point 
at  which  he  found  the  one  way  he 
could  be  closest  to  the  one  person 
he  loved  most  in  all  the  world,  his 
wife,  Laura. 

The  first  few  days  that  there  was 
no  letter  in  the  box  Jim  was  not 
concerned,  only  disappointed.  Then 
as  a  few  more  days  went  by  he  told 
himself  not  to  worry,  and  he  didn't. 
At  least  not  much.  But  with  each 
additional  day  that  passed,  the 
pain  grew  heavier  and  the  loneli- 
ness was  harder  to  bear.  That 
friendly  door  now  became  an  enemy 
that  Jim  approached  with  a  dread 
that  deepened  with  each  passing 
day. 

As  Jim  went  in  to  shave  and 
shower,  his  mind,  without  his  will- 
ing it,  was  running  over  the  same 
thoughts    that    occupied   more   and 
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more  of  his  waking  hours. 

"No  need  to  worry.  After  all,  she 
has  so  much  to  do  with  the  children 
and  the  house  to  look  after.  Of 
course  Jenny  might  be  sick  again. 
She  always  was  a  sickly  child.  Or 
Pete,  he  might  have  had  an  acci- 
dent. He's  such  a  roughneck." 

"Now  stop  that,  Jim  Jordan.  Stop 
worrying  and  get  hold  of  yourself. 
Laura  knows  enough  to  call  the 
Red  Cross  first  thing  if  there  is  an 
emergency,  and  you'd  know  in  a 
matter  of  hours.  She'd  let  you  know, 
so  stop  worrying ...  or  maybe, — 
maybe  she's  just  gotten  fed  up  with 
the  whole  thing .  .  .  now,  that 
doesn't  make  sense.  Our  marriage 
has  been  too  solid  these  eight  years. 
Now  quit  worrying!  Still,  why  has 
it  been  so  long?  ..." 

And  so  Jim's  mind  ran  on  as  he 
dressed  and  straightened  up  his 
bed. 

"I'll  just  stop  by  the  cafeteria 
for  some  breakfast  before  I  check 
the  mail,"  he  thought.  "Maybe 
stop  at  the  library  to  pick  up  some 
more  records  to  make  another  tape 
for  the  stereo."  With  that  Jim 
slipped  into  one  of  his  favorite  day- 
dreams. It  was  of  himself,  Laura 
and  the  children  sitting  in  their 
living  room  listening  to  the  music 
he  had  spent  so  many  hours  putting 
on  tape;  the  gifts  he  would  bring 
home  in  various  places  around  the 
room.  It  was  a  wonderful  dream;  but 
sometimes  it  seemed  as  though 
that  day  would  never  come. 

Out  of  the  door,  down  the  steps, 
around  the  corner,  down  the  street 
toward  the  Exchange.  The  way  was 
so  familiar  and  Jim's   mind  so  far 


away  that  he  was  hardly  aware 
where  his  feet  were  taking  him. 

"Hi,  Jim."  It  was  Bill  Phelps. 
Bill  worked  with  Jim  in  the  main- 
tenance shop  on  the  swing  shift. 
Beside  him  was  an  attractive  young 
girl.  It  was  no  secret  that  they  were 
living  together  in  the  village  out- 
side the  gate.  In  fact  Bill  often 
talked  about  it  and  tried  to  get 
Jim  to  come  down  and  visit  with 
the  object  of  finding  a  girl  of  his 
own. 

"Why  not?"  was  Bill's  usual  line. 
"After  all,  it's  a  long  way  back  to 
the  States;  and  there  is  no  sense 
in  being  lonely  when  you  don't 
have  to.  It  is  pretty  good  living 
while  you  are  here  and  when  you 
go  back  to  the  U.S.A.,  forget  it. 
Live  today,  that's  my  motto." 

At  first  Jim  tried  to  argue  with 
Bill,  but  with  no  success  so  he  just 
kept  quiet.  However,  the  disturb- 
ing thing  was  that  there  were  times 
recently  when  a  small  voice  in  the 
background  of  his  mind  seemed  to 
be  saying.  "Yes,  why  not?"  And 
Bill's  arguments  almost  seemed 
reasonable.  He  looked  at  the  girl 
and  suddenly  felt  warm  and  un- 
comfortable at  the  feelings  that 
came  tumbling  up  from  somewhere 
deep  inside.  Then  he  thought  the 
one  thing  he  tried  hardest  to  shut 
out  of  his  mind. 

"What  if  Laura  became  so  lonely 
that  she  turned  to  someone  else? 
Not  that  she  would  mean  to;  but  if 
someone  should  come  along  at  just 
that  moment  when  she  was  feeling 
as  low  as  I  sometimes  do?  After  all, 
she  is  human  too,  and  I  know  this 
separation  is  harder  on  her  than  it 
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is  on  me. 

This  was  no  pleasant  daydream; 
this  was  a  nightmare,  the  one  he 
fought  hardest  to  shut  out  of  his 
mind.  Sometimes  only  some  fren- 
zied activity  could  blot  it  out. 
"What  if  there  were  someone  else? 
No,  there  couldn't  be.  Not  for 
Laura." 

"Still  it  might  be  easier  to  get  a 
'Dear  John'  letter  than  to  go 
through  this.  Then,  at  least  I'd 
know."  He  looked  again  at  the  girl. 

"Perhaps  then  I  could  go  to  the 
village  with  a  clear  conscience.  Af- 
ter all,  it  is  a  long  way  back  to 
New  England,  and  no  one  would 
ever  know." 

"Good  morning,  Jim."  It  was  Fred 
Fowler  calling  from  across  the 
street.  "Hoped  I'd  see  you.  Do  you 
plan  to  come  to  the  discussion 
group  at  the  chapel  tonight?" 

The  nightmare  dissolved. 
"Thanks  for  the  reminder,  Fred. 
I'll  be  there."  Jim  was  filled  with 
a  great  sense  of  relief. 

"Join  me  for  breakfast?"  This  to 
Bill  and  the  girl. 

"No,  thanks.  We  are  going  on 
down  to  the  tailor  shop." 

Jim  entered  the  cafeteria  alone 
and  ordered  some  breakfast.  As  he 
sat  down  two  airmen  nearby  were 
reading  letters  they  had  just  pick- 
ed up  from  the  mailroom. 

"Well,  the  mail  is  in,"  thought 
Jim,  a  sigh  escaping  him.  At  that 
moment  he  pictured  that  little 
brass  door,  Number  256,  and  the 
anxiety  began  to  grow  sharper  once 
again.  Without  realizing  it,  he  ate 
faster  and  faster,  gulping  down  the 
last  bite  as  he  rushed  out  the  door. 


He  had  to  know.  He  almost  ran, 
brushing  past  men  coming  down 
with  letters  in  their  hands.  Up  the 
grade,  around  the  corner.  There 
was  the  mail  room  and  inside  was 
Box  256.  Jim  plunged  through  the 
door.  There  were  about  two  dozen 
men  standing  around  talking  and 
reading  letters.  Jim  pushed  his 
way  through,  hardly  noticing  them 
as  his  eyes  sought  out  the  box. 
They  flashed  across  the  rows,  three 
down,  five  over,  there  it  was,  Num- 
ber 256.  He  reached  for  the  knob, 
his  heart  pounding,  his  fingers 
shaking.  The  lock  clicked.  He 
opened  the  door  and  there  was  a 
letter.  He  reached  into  the  box  as 
he  breathed  a  prayer,  "Please  let 
it  be  from  Laura."  ■   ■ 
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more  of  his  waking  hours. 

"No  need  to  worry.  After  all,  she 
has  so  much  to  do  with  the  children 
and  the  house  to  look  after.  Of 
course  Jenny  might  be  sick  again. 
She  always  was  a  sickly  child.  Or 
Pete,  he  might  have  had  an  acci- 
dent. He's  such  a  roughneck." 

"Now  stop  that,  Jim  Jordan.  Stop 
worrying  and  get  hold  of  yourself. 
Laura  knows  enough  to  call  the 
Red  Cross  first  thing  if  there  is  an 
emergency,  and  you'd  know  in  a 
matter  of  hours.  She'd  let  you  know, 
so  stop  worrying ...  or  maybe, — 
maybe  she's  just  gotten  fed  up  with 
the  whole  thing .  .  .  now,  that 
doesn't  make  sense.  Our  marriage 
has  been  too  solid  these  eight  years. 
Now  quit  worrying!  Still,  why  has 
it  been  so  long?  ..." 

And  so  Jim's  mind  ran  on  as  he 
dressed  and  straightened  up  his 
bed. 

"I'll  just  stop  by  the  cafeteria 
for  some  breakfast  before  I  check 
the  mail,"  he  thought.  "Maybe 
stop  at  the  library  to  pick  up  some 
more  records  to  make  another  tape 
for  the  stereo."  With  that  Jim 
slipped  into  one  of  his  favorite  day- 
dreams. It  was  of  himself,  Laura 
and  the  children  sitting  in  their 
living  room  listening  to  the  music 
he  had  spent  so  many  hours  putting 
on  tape;  the  gifts  he  would  bring 
home  in  various  places  around  the 
room.  It  was  a  wonderful  dream;  but 
sometimes  it  seemed  as  though 
that  day  would  never  come. 

Out  of  the  door,  down  the  steps, 
around  the  corner,  down  the  street 
toward  the  Exchange.  The  way  was 
so  familiar  and  Jim's   mind  so  far 


away  that  he  was  hardly  aware 
where  his  feet  were  taking  him. 

"Hi,  Jim."  It  was  Bill  Phelps. 
Bill  worked  with  Jim  in  the  main- 
tenance shop  on  the  swing  shift. 
Beside  him  was  an  attractive  young 
girl.  It  was  no  secret  that  they  were 
living  together  in  the  village  out- 
side the  gate.  In  fact  Bill  often 
talked  about  it  and  tried  to  get 
Jim  to  come  down  and  visit  with 
the  object  of  finding  a  girl  of  his 
own. 

"Why  not?"  was  Bill's  usual  line. 
"After  all,  it's  a  long  way  back  to 
the  States;  and  there  is  no  sense 
in  being  lonely  when  you  don't 
have  to.  It  is  pretty  good  living 
while  you  are  here  and  when  you 
go  back  to  the  U.S.A.,  forget  it. 
Live  today,  that's  my  motto." 

At  first  Jim  tried  to  argue  with 
Bill,  but  with  no  success  so  he  just 
kept  quiet.  However,  the  disturb- 
ing thing  was  that  there  were  times 
recently  when  a  small  voice  in  the 
background  of  his  mind  seemed  to 
be  saying.  "Yes,  why  not?"  And 
Bill's  arguments  almost  seemed 
reasonable.  He  looked  at  the  girl 
and  suddenly  felt  warm  and  un- 
comfortable at  the  feelings  that 
came  tumbling  up  from  somewhere 
deep  inside.  Then  he  thought  the 
one  thing  he  tried  hardest  to  shut 
out  of  his  mind. 

"What  if  Laura  became  so  lonely 
that  she  turned  to  someone  else? 
Not  that  she  would  mean  to;  but  if 
someone  should  come  along  at  just 
that  moment  when  she  was  feeling 
as  low  as  I  sometimes  do?  After  all, 
she  is  human  too,  and  I  know  this 
separation  is  harder  on  her  than  it 


30 


is  on  me. 

This  was  no  pleasant  daydream; 
this  was  a  nightmare,  the  one  he 
fought  hardest  to  shut  out  of  his 
mind.  Sometimes  only  some  fren- 
zied activity  could  blot  it  out. 
"What  if  there  were  someone  else? 
No,  there  couldn't  be.  Not  for 
Laura." 

"Still  it  might  be  easier  to  get  a 
'Dear  John'  letter  than  to  go 
through  this.  Then,  at  least  I'd 
know."  He  looked  again  at  the  girl. 

"Perhaps  then  I  could  go  to  the 
village  with  a  clear  conscience.  Af- 
ter all,  it  is  a  long  way  back  to 
New  England,  and  no  one  would 
ever  know." 

"Good  morning,  Jim."  It  was  Fred 
Fowler  calling  from  across  the 
street.  "Hoped  I'd  see  you.  Do  you 
plan  to  come  to  the  discussion 
group  at  the  chapel  tonight?" 

The  nightmare  dissolved. 
"Thanks  for  the  reminder,  Fred. 
I'll  be  there."  Jim  was  filled  with 
a  great  sense  of  relief. 

"Join  me  for  breakfast?"  This  to 
Bill  and  the  girl. 

"No,  thanks.  We  are  going  on 
down  to  the  tailor  shop." 

Jim  entered  the  cafeteria  alone 
and  ordered  some  breakfast.  As  he 
sat  down  two  airmen  nearby  were 
reading  letters  they  had  just  pick- 
ed up  from  the  mailroom. 

"Well,  the  mail  is  in,"  thought 
Jim,  a  sigh  escaping  him.  At  that 
moment  he  pictured  that  little 
brass  door,  Number  256,  and  the 
anxiety  began  to  grow  sharper  once 
again.  Without  realizing  it,  he  ate 
faster  and  faster,  gulping  down  the 
last  bite  as  he  rushed  out  the  door. 


He  had  to  know.  He  almost  ran, 
brushing  past  men  coming  down 
with  letters  in  their  hands.  Up  the 
grade,  around  the  corner.  There 
was  the  mail  room  and  inside  was 
Box  256.  Jim  plunged  through  the 
door.  There  were  about  two  dozen 
men  standing  around  talking  and 
reading  letters.  Jim  pushed  his 
way  through,  hardly  noticing  them 
as  his  eyes  sought  out  the  box. 
They  flashed  across  the  rows,  three 
down,  five  over,  there  it  was,  Num- 
ber 256.  He  reached  for  the  knob, 
his  heart  pounding,  his  fingers 
shaking.  The  lock  clicked.  He 
opened  the  door  and  there  was  a 
letter.  He  reached  into  the  box  as 
he  breathed  a  prayer,  "Please  let 
it  be  from  Laura."  ■  ■ 
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GREAT  CHAPTERS  OF  THE  BIBLE:  JOHN  14 


The  Cure  for  a  Troubled  Heart 


By  Kyle  M.  Yates 


IT  WAS  a  tragic  hour  in  the  world.  The  only  men  who  had  been 
taught  by  the  Lord  Jesus  were  facing  a  terrible  announcement. 
They  were  in  deep  trouble.  Their  hearts  were  like  a  restless  sea  tossed 
by  wind  and  wave.  They  were  disturbed,  confused,  bewildered, 
facing  the  shipwreck  of  their  hopes  and  even  their  faith.  They  were 
beginning  to  realize  that  their  treasurer  would  betray  their  Lord 
and  that  their  acknowledged  leader  would  openly  deny  his  teacher 
and  redeemer. 

Jesus  announced  to  them  that  he  would  die  and  that  he  would 
leave  them.  It  seemed  to  be  more  than  they  could  bear.  They  knew 
of  the  hatred  of  the  Sanhedrin  andv.the  ruling  powers.  They  could 
sense  the  certainty  of  being  left  alone,  helpless  and  abandoned. 
What  of  the  days  ahead?  How  could  they  survive  the  suffering  and 
death  and  resurrection  of  their  beloved  Savior?  Such  grim  facts 
were  too  much  for  their  hearts.  How  could  these  frail  hearts  stand  up 
under  such  destructive  news?  Even  then  the  rulers  were  working  out 
the  actual  details  of  the  horrible  death  of  Jesus  of  Nazareth.  How 
they  needed  a  strong  tonic  that  could  cure  troubled  hearts,  calm 
disquietudes,  and  dispel  anxious  fears! 

Dr.  Yates  is  the  Distinguished  Professor  of  the  Bible,  Baylor  University, 
Waco,  Tex.  76703 
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Next  month:  1  Corinthians  13 

Prescription  for  a  Dark  Moment 

In  that  dark  moment  the  Lord  of  life  spoke  his  prescription.  He 
was  the  one  giver  of  comfort  and  healing  and  heartening  for  troubled 
hearts.  No  one  else  on  the  globe  could  qualify  as  the  supreme  men- 
der of  troubled  hearts.  He  assured  them  that  there  was  plenty  of 
light  ahead.  Yes,  he  would  suffer  and  be  crucified  and  die  but  be- 
yond the  heart-rending  hour  there  would  be  a  glad  reunion  beyond 
the  grave.  The  old  doctrine  of  Sheol  would  have  to  give  way  to 
the  joyous  news  of  the  resurrection  and  the  ministry  of  the  Paraclete 
and  the  wondrous  return  of  the  risen  Lord  to  claim  his  own.  Can  you 
imagine  a  message  so  completely  loaded  with  assurance,  hope,  and 
cheer?  It  was  the  sublime  gift  of  Jesus  of  Nazareth  who  was  within 
a  few  hours  of  his  death  on  the  cross.  He  would  open  the  way  to  the 
Father  and  the  Father's  house.  Gently  he  took  these  men  to  his  heart 
to  administer  healing  and  hope  and  assurance.  He  made  it  clear  to 
them  that  he  was  the  revelation,  the  revealer,  and  the  revealed.  He 
claimed  to  be  one  with  the  Father,  as  worthy  of  trust  as  God,  the 
Father,  the  sole  revealer  of  the  Father,  an  abiding,  personal  presence, 
and  as  inseparably  connected  with  the  Holy  Spirit. 

Forcefully  he  commanded  them  to  "believe  in  God,  and  believe 
in  the  Son."  Nothing  short  of  that  full  belief  will  bring  victory.  It  is 
his  command  to  believe  on  the  Son.  Even  the  theisf  who  boasts  of 
his  belief  in  God  has  nothing  when  the  storm  breaks  unless  he  has 
followed  the  second  part  of  the  command  and  experienced  full  trust 
in  the  Christ.  The  god  such  men  claim  outside  of  Jesus  is  a  nebulous 
thing,  an  idea,  not  a  reality.  It  can  provide  nothing  for  him.  It  cer- 
tainly has  nothing  for  him  that  can  bring  comfort. 

Unless  his  god  is  the  God  revealed  in  Jesus  Christ  he  will  be  help- 
less and  powerless  and  utterly  useless.  He  will  be  ashamed  to  claim 
him  as  his  god.  How  pathetic  it  is  to  look  upon  poor,  deluded  men 
and  women  who  actually  have  no  God  at  all  because  they  have 
never  trusted  the  Christ.  The  eternal  Christ  said:  "Believe  in  me." 
Can  we  think  of  doing  less?  Our  Lord  made  no  exception. 

In  My  Father's  House 

It  is  difficult  to  estimate  the  remarkable  influence  of  this  power- 
ful phrase  on  the  minds  of  readers.  It  is  our  most  beautiful  picture  of 


33 


heaven.  Jesus  gave  it  as  his  unforgettable  picture  of  that  precious 
place.  His  glowing  touch  made  it  warm  and  attractive  and  meaning- 
ful. He  knew  all  about  it.  He  had  lived  there.  He  knew  the  vast,  limit- 
less spaces.  He  made  it  clear  that  there  would  be  ample  room  for  all. 
He  knew  of  the  warm  welcome  that  would  await  them.  He  under- 
stood better  than  any  one  could  imagine  the  satisfactions,  the 
glories,  and  the  uncounted  treasures.  He  was  happy  to  be  able  to 
make  the  promise  that  all  these  delights  would  be  enjoyed.  He  could 
be  trusted  to  keep  all  these  promises. 

I  am  going — I  will  prepare — I  will  come — I  will  take  you 

After  suffering  and  death  there  would  be  a  prepared  place  for  a 
a  prepared  people.  He  declared  that  he  would  come  back  for  his 
own.  That  could  be  in  his  own  resurrection,  in  the  violent  death  of 
some  of  the  disciples,  in  the  person  of  the  Holy  Spirit,  or  in  his  own 
second  coming.  He  would  deal  individually  with  them.  It  would  be 
a  personal  fulfilment  of  the  sublime  pronouncement  He  had  made. 
Everyone  of  them  was  purchased  by  his  blood,  made  a  part  of  the 
host  of  the  redeemed,  and  needed  by  the  heart  of  the  Savior.  They 
were  given  this  special  glimpse  into  the  heart  of  the  world  beyond 
the  grave.  In  a  meaningful  line  he  says:  "that  where  I  am  there  ye 
may  be  also."  Each  of  them  could  recognize  the  planning  of  the  Sa- 
vior when  he  assured  them  that  the  place  prepared  for  them  will  be 
kept  specifically  for  the  individual  for  whom  it  was  prepared.  It  will 
be  his  eternal  home. 

I  Am  the  Way,  the  Truth,  the  Life 

The  unpredictable  Thomas  interrupted  the  discourse  with  the 
words:  "Lord,  we  do  not  know  where  you  are  going;  how  can  we  know 
the  way?"  It  seemed  a  logical  observation.  He  meant  well.  Immedi- 
ately the  Teacher  replied:  "I  am  the  way,  and  the  truth,  and  the 
life:  no  one  comes  to  the  Father,  but  by  me."  He  took  the  three  basic 
concepts  in  the  Hebrew  religion  and  showed  that  in  him  all  three 
found  realization  and  full  expression.  He  was  the  way  to  God  for  any 
seeking  soul,  the  truth  of  God's  redemptive  will  and  purpose  for  all, 
and  the  life,  the  fountainhead  of  spiritual  life,  for  everyone  who  ac- 
cepted him  as  Savior.  In  short  he  was  the  only  way  to  God,  the  only 
perfect  revelation  of  God,  and  the  only  source  of  life  with  God.  He 
could  say:  "For  me  the  way  to  the  Father  is  by  suffering  and  death 
but  for  you  I  am  the  way  because  I  am  the  truth  and  the  life.  No  one 
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comes  to  the  Father  but  by  me." 

Lord,  Show  Us  the  Father 

Philip  could  not  wait  any  longer.  His  request  is  logical  and  to  the 
point.  He  did  want  a  visible  appearance  of  the  Father.  It  would 
answer  his  questions  and  satisfy  his  urgent  need.  Jesus  immediately 
assured  the  questioner  that  he  should  see  the  Father.  He  said:  "He 
that  hath  seen  me  hath  seen  the  Father."  It  was  Jesus'  strong 
claim  of  deity. 

The  Paraclete  Promised 

This  is  the  main  message  of  comfort  for  the  confused  disciples. 
"I  will  pray — he  will  give  the  Comforter."  "I  will  send  the  Holy  Spirit 
that  he  may  abide  with  you  forever."  He  is  called  Comforter,  Advo- 
cate, the  Holy  Spirit,  the  Paraclete,  the  Helper,  the  Heartener,  the 
Counselor.  He  convicts,  converts,  and  sanctifies.  He  implants  and 
nourishes  a  holy  disposition  in  the  heart.  In  working  with  the  unbe- 
liever he  convicts  him  of  sin,  then  leads  him  to  the  Savior  for  the  act 
of  regeneration.  After  the  individual  is  a  new  creature  in  Christ  the 
Holy  Spirit  takes  up  permanent  residence  in  his  heart  and  continues 
his  work  of  sanctification  and  empowering.  He  brings  help,  en- 
couragement, illumination,  understanding  of  God's  Word,  and  pro- 
vides the  certainty  of  becoming  a  conqueror.  He  develops  him  as  a 
witness  and  as  a  keen  student  of  the  Word  he  becomes  an  interpreter 
and  an  exegete.  He  gives  the  power  to  recall  the  words  and  teachings 
which  had  been  given  by  the  divine  teacher. 

His  work  is  characterized  by  the  word  "heartener."  When  the 
word  "comforter"  is  heard  you  will  think  of  the  real  meaning  of  giving 
courage  and  encouragement  so  that  the  Christian  becomes  a  con- 
queror in  facing  discouragement  or  the  tempter  or  weakness  or  fears. 
This  is  the  picture  of  the  effect  of  the  Holy  Spirit  upon  the  new  be- 
liever. His  days  will  be  filled  with  new  light,  new  revelation,  new 
understanding  of  God's  Word,  new  realization  of  the  purpose  and 
plan  of  the  Master,  a  new  hope  for  the  future,  a  new  sense  of  the 
sacredness  of  the  responsibility  of  those  who  know  Christ  to  witness 
to  others. 

In  all  the  walk  of  life  the  believer  is  accompanied  by  the  Holy 
Spirit  who  will  never  leave  him  to  walk  alone.  The  new  day  is  a  day 
ol  hope.  In  such  a  spirit  the  believer  will  find  the  exhilarating  sense 
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of  victory  and  triumphs.  The  Spirit  sends  a  rousing  call  to  make 
rejoicing  the  order  of  the  day.  He  braces,  he  revives,  he  gives  a  new 
daring  and  a  strong  help  to  cheer  the  believer  on  to  victory. 

When  Jesus  thought  of  a  precious  gift  that  he  might  give  as  a 
legacy  he  came  forth  with  the  promise  that  he  was  leaving  "my 
peace."  It  was  a  mighty  gift.  It  is  not  trouble  but  peace.  Augustine 
said:  "Thou  has  made  us  for  thyself  and  our  hearts  are  restless  till 
they  rest  in  thee." 

Again  Jesus  said:  "Let  not  your  heart  be  troubled,  neither  let  it 
be  afraid."  In  the  other  world  he  would  be  working  with  them.  The 
Holy  Spirit  would  be  near  to  hearten  and  encourage  and  comfort. 
They  would  have  prayer  as  their  divinely  given  instrument  for 
bringing  in  the  riches  of  grace.  Why  not  reassure  his  gift  of  peace? 

Remember  that  the  matchless  words  of  this  message  were  spoken 
in  the  upper  room  only  a  few  hours  before  his  crucifixion.  The  next 
morning  he  would  face  arrest,  the  trials,  the  scourging,  the  climb  to 
the  hill  of  Calvary  and  the  cruel  crucifixion.  He  chose  to  talk  to  them 
about  the  cure  for  a  troubled  heart. 

Some  Pertinent  Thoughts 

1.  How  gracious  and  solicitous  the  Lord  revealed  himself  to  be  as 
he  confronted  the  confused  disciples.  Only  a  few  hours  would  roll 
around  until  he  would  be  nailed  to  the  cross.  The  loving  Savior  dealt 
with  consideration  and  gentleness  of  soul. 

2.  We  note  the  tragic  realization  the  disciples  faced  as  Jesus  un- 
folded the  imminent  approach  of  the  arrest,  the  trials,  the  extreme 
sufferings,  the  unjust  and  unfair  decisions,  the  agony  of  the  hours  on 
the  cross,  his  departure  to  the  home  of  his  Father,  and  his  promise  of 
the  certain  return  for  them.  They  went  through  a  traumatic  exper- 
ience. They  lived  a  long  season  during  these  hours. 

3.  We  note  the  rich  realization  that  broke  in  upon  them  as  their 
questions  were  fully  answered  and  additional  truths  were  brought 
to  them  by  the  Master  who  claimed  them  as  his  own.  The  Savior 
opened  windows  on  eternal  realities  and  great  fulfilments  that  were 
beyond  their  fondest  dreams. 

4.  We  note  the  pictures  of  the  glories  of  heaven,  the  wonders  of 
their  home  over  there,  the  certainty  of  the  Savior's  return,  and  the 
unspeakable  joys  that  awaited  them.  Nothing  like  these  pictures 
had  ever  come  into  their  understanding.  These  truths  now  lived  in 

(Continued  on  page  53) 
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Marathon  Feud 


PROBABLY  the  most  dramatic  single  episode  in  Olympic  history 
occurred  on  July  26,  1908,  in  London,  England.  Over  seventy- 
five  of  the  world's  greatest  distance  runners  were  lined  up  set  to  go 
for  the  grueling  26-mile  marathon.  The  favorite  was  a  small  Italian 
runner,  Pietri  Dorando,  who  was  considered  the  world's  best. 

The  day  was  hot  and  humid  and  added  to  the  hardship  of  the 
long  and  dusty  trail  that  the  runners  would  follow.  At  the  sound  of 
the  starting  pistol,  Dorando  took  the  lead.  Thousands  of  spectators 
lined  both  sides  of  the  entire  course  waiting  for  the  winner  to  enter 
the  stadium.  Suddenly  a  roar  swelled  from  the  mighty  crowd;  the 
runners  had  arrived,  and  in  the  lead  was  the  small  Italian.  He  had 
held  this  position  for  over  three  hours!  Behind  in  second  place  was 
Johnny  Hayes,  the  17-year-old  American  who  had  never  before  run  in 
a  marathon.  As  Dorando  neared  victory,  he  began  to  stagger  and  fell 
into  a  dead  heap  near  the  finish  line.  The  excited  officials,  not  know- 
ing what  to  do,  rushed  to  him,  helped  him  to  his  feet  and  practically 
pushed  him  across  the  line.  Hayes  crossed  the  line  shortly  behind. 
Later  Dorando  was  disqualified  and  Hayes  was  declared  the  official 
winner.  For  his  determination  and  stamina  the  Italian  was  presented 
a  special  gold  trophy  by  Queen  Alexandra. 

Hayes  was  given  a  hero's  welcome  when  he  came  home,  being  the 
only  American  to  ever  win  an  Olympic  marathon. 

Later  both  runners  turned  pro  and  in  1908  met  again  in  a  packed 
house  at  Madison  Square  Garden.  The  Italian  showed  who  was  the 
better  man  by  winning  the  marathon  by  60  yards.  A  short  time  later 
the  two  runners  met  again  and  Dorando  showed  his  heels  to  Hayes  by 
finishing  five  laps  ahead  of  the  weary  American.  This  wasn't  the  end 
of  the  Dorando — Hayes  track  feud,  for  on  April  13,  1909,  some  of  the 
world's  finest  distance  runners  met  at  the  Polo  Grounds.  With  over 
30,000  fans  viewing  the  race,  and  with  a  handsome  prize  of  $10,000  for 
the  winner,  Henri  St.  Yves  of  France  won.  Dorando  finished  second; 
and,  as  usual,  Hayes  was  right  behind  him. 

— Mario  DeMarco 
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Why  Have  This  Ministry? 


By  Clarence  L.  Reaser 


A  CHAP  LAIN  was  going  to  speak 
about  his  work  among  mili- 
tary personnel  to  a  large  civilian 
congregation.  Taking  his  text  from 
1  Corinthians  4:1,  he  entitled  his 
message,  "We  Have  This  Minis- 
try." 

When  his  title  appeared  in  the 
New  York  newspaper  which  "prints 
all  the  news  that's  fit  to  print,"  it 
had  undergone  a  subtle  transfor- 
mation: "Why  Have  This  Minis- 
try?" The  chaplain  agreed  that  the 
new  title  was  probably  better  than 
the  one  he  had  chosen. 

Meanwhile,  half  a  continent 
away,  the  mother  of  a  soldier  who 
was  taking  basic  training  at  a  large 
Army  post  in  New  Jersey  wrote  her 
son's  chaplain.  Like  most  mothers, 
she  was  worried  about  how  her  son 
would  react  to  the  pressures  of  mil- 
itary training  and  what  would  hap- 
pen to  his  religious  commitment 
without  the  stabilizing  influences 
of  home  and  community.  In  her 
letter,    she  told  the   chaplain   how 


much  her  son  had  been  helped  by 
his  ministry,  particularly  by  the 
adult  Bible  classes  and  the  mid- 
week "Think  and  Talk"  discussion 
group.  She  concluded  with  these 
words:  "I  always  felt,  with  such  a 
shortage  of  ministers  in  the  civilian 
churches,  that  it  was  a  waste  to 
send  clergymen  to  the  Army.  I 
used  to  wonder  what  chaplains  did 
and  why  they  were  needed  in  the 
military.  Now  I  know!" 

The  mother  whose  son  was  in  bas- 
ic training  had  been  able  to  an- 
swer for  herself  the  question  ac- 
cidentally posed  by  the  newspaper. 
"Why  have  this  ministry?  Because 
my  son  is  there.  " 

But  the  Committee  on  Chaplains 
and  Service  Personnel  of  the  Pres- 
bytery of  New  York  City  had  the 
disquieting  feeling  that  there  were 
many  others  who  hadn't  found  the 
answer  and  perhaps  didn't  want  to. 
The  Committee  believed  that  be- 
hind all  the  debate  about  the  mo- 
rality of  the  Vietnam  War,  and  the 
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Military  chaplains  stationed  in  the  Greater  New  York  area,  who  spoke  in 
Presbyterian  churches  on  Chaplain  Sunday,  March  8.  First  row,  L-R:  Chaplains 
Lyndel  Barnes,  Jack  Brown,  Clarence  Reaser,  Samuel  Baez,  James  Harvester, 
Duncan  Stewart,  Robert  Malone,  Leo  Peacock,  Jan  Friend.  Second  row,  L-R: 
Chaplains  David  Woehr,  Billy  Libby,  John  DeSaegher,  Stanley  Felgar,  Hugh 
Esco,  Norman  Walker,  William  Hughes,  Donald  Beeson.  Standing,  L-R: 
Chaplains  Donald  Neely,  Paul  Easley,  Dallas  Banks,  Jack  Urey. 


vocal  expression  of  concern  about 
administration  policy  in  that  re- 
gard, an  unfortunate  and  unintend- 
ed result  was  occurring.  The  soldier 
whose  very  life  was  embroiled  in 
that  bitter  South  Asian  conflict 
was  being  forgotten  in  the  heat  of 
the  debate. 

Hence  the  Committee  proposed 
to  the  Presbytery  that  Sunday, 
March  8,  1970,  be  designated  as 
"Military  Chaplain  Sunday"  and 
that  chaplains  be  Invited  into  the 
churches  of  the  Presbytery  to  ex- 
plain and  interpret  the  nature  of 
the  ministry  they  perform  for  per- 
sons in  uniform. 

After  approval  of  the  concept  on 


the  floor  of  the  Presbytery,  twenty- 
seven  Presbyterian  churches  in 
New  York  City  extended  invita- 
tions to  military  chaplains  sta- 
tioned in  the  New  York  area  (most 
of  them  in  the  nine-months  Ad- 
vanced Course  at  the  United 
States  Army  Chaplain  School  in 
Brooklyn)  to  conduct  or  partici- 
pate in  their  services  of  worship  on 
that  day. 

The  size  of  the  churches  parti- 
cipating in  the  program  ran  the 
gamut.  It  included  the  2400-mem- 
ber  Fifth  Avenue  Presbyterian 
Church,  the  largest  in  the  Presby- 
tery. But  additionally  it  included 
many   of  the   smallest  churches  in 
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the  Presbytery  whose  voices  also 
make  their  impact  on  the  life  of  the 
city. 

As  was  anticipated,  there  was 
wide  diversity  in  the  ways  the 
chaplains  were  used  during  the 
day.  Some  were  asked  to  speak  for 
a  few  minutes  to  explain  their 
work;  some  preached  the  sermon; 
some  conducted  the  entire  service. 
A  few  taught  Sunday  school  classes 
or  spoke  to  youth  groups  in  addi- 
tion to  their  efforts  in  the  worship 
services.  Often  an  informal  "coffee- 
call"  was  held  at  the  conclusion  of 
the  service  to  provide  opportunity 
for  dialogue  between  the  chaplain 
and  those  interested  in  talking 
with  him.  In  one  case,  after  worship 
dialogue  was  formalized  as  a  panel 
discussion  between  the  chaplain, 
a  representative  of  a  peace  organi- 
zation, and  a  man  engaged  in  full- 
time  counseling  of  conscientious 
objectors.  After  preliminary  state- 
ments from  each,  congregants  were 
asked  for  their  questions  and  a  con- 
structive period  of  dialogue  ensued. 

At  the  conclusion  of  whatever 
events  were  planned  at  the  church- 
es, most  of  the  chaplains  were  tak- 
en to  dinner  by  members  of  the 
congregation  where  further  oppor- 
tunities for  discussion  and  mutual 
understanding  became  possible. 

What  were  the  reactions  to  the 
events  on  the  8th  of  March?  Let 
some  of  the  pastors  who  participa- 
ted in  the  program  speak  for  them- 
selves. 

Dr.  Bryant  Kirkland,  Pastor  of 
the  Fifth  Avenue  Presbyterian 
Church,  devoted  his  entire  worship 
service    to    the    effort    and    invited 


Rear  Admiral  James  Kelly,  Chief 
of  Navy  Chaplains,  to  be  the  guest 
preacher.  Going  all  out  in  support 
of  the  event,  Dr.  Kirkland  included 
the  Navy  Band  and  a  Marine  Color 
Guard  in  the  service.  At  first  the  air 
was  electric,  he  told  me,  and  a  fewv 
people  left  the  church.  But  at  the 
end,  the  congregation  had  been 
deeply  moved  and  Chaplain  Kelly's 
message,  stressing  the  need  for  pas- 
toral concern  and  care  for  men  in 
uniform,  was  gladly  received.  Dr. 
Kirkland  voiced  the  opinion  that 
the  service  provided  a  most  worth- 
while and  long  overdue  emphasis. 

Dr.  Reginald  Thomas,  Pastor  of 
the  Brick  Presbyterian  Church,  re- 
ported the  reaction  of  one  of  the 
leading  members  of  his  congrega- 
tion. Very  articulate  in  his  opposi- 
tion to  the  Vietnam  War,  the  lay- 
man said,  "At  first  I  felt  hostile 
and  believed  that  having  a  Chap- 
lain Sunday  at  a  time  like  this  in 
our  history  was  very  ill  advised. 
But  after  hearing  the  chaplain  I 
felt  differently.  Suddenly  I  realized 
that  if  my  son  were  in  Vietnam,  it 
would  be  very  important  to  have 
clergymen  there  to  minister  to  him. 
My  strong  feelings  about  the  war 
would  be  of  no  assistance  to  my 
son  if  he  were  in  combat." 

The  Reverend  William  Gray  of 
the  Fort  Hamilton  Presbyterian 
Church  reported  that  after  his  wor- 
ship service,  in  which  a  chaplain 
asked  the  members  of  the  congrega- 
tion what  they  were  doing  for  their 
men  in  military  service,  a  commit- 
tee of  concern  was  formed  to  ex- 
plore ways  to  make  the  church's 
ministry  more  effective  in  behalf  of 
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its  uniformed  members,  half  a  world 
away.  "I  feel  so  guilty  that  I  didn't 
do  something  like  this  without  hav- 
ing to  be  reminded,"  said  one  mem- 
ber of  the  new  committee.  "I  don't 
know  yet  what  all  we're  going  to  do 
for  our  members  in  uniform,  but 
we're  certainly  going  to  begin  by 
writing  personal  letters  to  all  of 
them  and  letting  them  know  we 
care  about  them  and  that  we're 
praying  for  them." 

The  Reverend  Arnold  Frederick- 
son,  the  member  of  the  Presbyte- 
rian Committee  who  sparkplugged 
this  special  observance,  invited 
two  chaplains  to  his  church.  In 
evaluating  the  results  of  the  effort 
among  the  members  of  his  congre- 
gation, he  said,  "Everyone  present 
appreciated  the  caliber  of  intelli- 
gence and  spiritual  sensitivity  of 
the  chaplains.  The  mothers  in  the 
congregation  were  especially 
helped  and  left  the  service  feeling 
more  confident  and  assured  about 
the  spiritual  well-being  of  their 
sons  and  loved  ones  in  the  armed 
forces." 

Evaluation  forms  were  sent  to 
the  pastors  and/or  clerks  of  session 
of  each  participating  congrega- 
tion. The  returns  at  this  writing 
are  not  complete,  but  of  those  who 
have  submitted  reports,  the  opin- 
ion is  unanimous  that  the  day  ful- 
filled its  purpose  and  that  the  con- 
gregations are  better  informed  be- 
cause of  this  firsthand  exposure  to 
a  specific  facet  of  the  church's 
outreach.  Unanimous  also  was  the 
statement  of  intent  to  welcome  a 
chaplain  when  "Military  Chaplain 
Sunday"  is  held  again  next  year. 


Why  should  clergymen  serve  as 
chaplains  in  the  armed  forces?  Why 
have  this  ministry?  Because  there 
are  men  there.  Men  caught  up  in 
the  pains  of  conscience  and  con- 
flict which  attend  any  sensitive 
soul  in  this  or  any  other  war.  Men 
caught  up  in  the  issues  basic  to 
the  nature  of  life  itself.  Men  who 
need  to  hear  the  good  news  about 
Jesus  Christ  as  much  as  any  civil- 
ian congregation  needs  to  hear  it. 

The  Presbytery  of  New  York  City 
felt  that  the  word  ought  to  get  out. 
And  now  that  the  First  Annual  Mil- 
itary Chaplain  Sunday  has  been 
observed  and  the  twenty-seven  par- 
ticipating congregations  have  had 
the  opportunity  to  think  again 
about  their  responsibilities  to 
their  men  in  uniform,  it  is  their 
unanimous  feeling  that  their  cor- 
porate lives  are  the  richer  for  it.  ■  ■ 
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MORE  THAN  9  MONTHS 

Wrote  a  creditor:  "Your  account 
has  been  on  our  books  for  over  a 
year  now  and  we  would  like  to  re- 
mind you  that  we  have  carried  you 
longer  than  your  mother  did." — 
National  Custodian. 
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Small  Qoasl  vfL  £jtmAqswxjf. 


By  Warren  Wilder 


Which  was  more  important,  thought  Larry.  The  injured  dog, 
or  the  interview  which  might  change  his  life? 


ALONG  wailing  cry,  full  of  pain, 
broke  through  the  quiet  of 
the  neighborhood.  Several  resi- 
dents startled  by  the  noise  ran  out 
of  their  houses  to  investigate. 

From  his  car  seat  where  he  was 
huddled,  Larry  Walters  saw  the 
small  crowd  forming  along  the  street. 
He  braked  his  car  to  a  halt,  then 
killed  the  engine,  and  watched  the 
spectators  exchanging  rueful 
glances  for  a  few  seconds. 

"Poor  little  thing,"  moaned  one 
woman. 

Because  of  his  tight  schedule, 
Larry  had  only  a  few  minutes  but 
curiosity  got  the  best  of  him  and  he 
felt  compelled  to  see  what  had  hap- 
pened. He  got  out  of  the  car  and  in- 
to the  confusion.  He  heard  the  mur- 
mur of  voices  in  a  front  yard.  Then 


a  shrill  yelp  blasted  the  warm  after-l 
noon. 

He  weaved  among  the  spectators 
and  saw  a  dog  lying  in  a  crumpled 
heap  in  a  flower  bed. 

"What  happened?"  Larry  glanced 
anxiously  at  a  tall  dark-haired 
youth. 

The  youth  shifted  nervously  and 
answered:  "Dog  got  hit  by  a  car. 
I  think  the  car  went  on  without 
stopping." 

"No,"  said  a  short  dumpy  woman 
in  a  blue  dress.  "It  was  my  car. 
I  hit  him."  Tears  were  dripping 
slowly  from  her  eyes  while  she 
watched  sadly. 

Sprawled  on  his  left  side,  the  dog 
momentarily  shook  in  pain.  His 
two  front  paws  scraped  helplessly 
on  the  dirt  near  Larry's  feet. 
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About  a  dozen  people  had 
gathered  around  the  huddled  form, 
staring  quietly  with  grave  somber 
faces.  None  of  the  spectators  seemed 
equal  to  the  situation;  no  one 
seemed  to  know  exactly  what  to  do. 

Larry  checked  his  watch.  Time 
was  pressing.  In  fifteen  minutes  he 
was  due  for  a  job  interview.  An 
important  associate  editor's  post 
for  a  boys'  magazine.  For  the  sake 
of  his  and  his  wife's  future,  he  was 
banking  everything  on  that  inter- 
view. 

Yet  despair  filled  him.  The  suffer- 
ing dog  invoked  his  sympathy.  Lar- 
ry owned  a  dog  himself,  an  agile 
collie,  and  he  knew  how  it  would 
affect  him  if  Spots  were  lying  hurt 
somewhere  whimpering  for  help. 

Several  times  the  dog  gave  a 
startled  yelp.  Once  the  animal 
made  a  futile  effort  to  lift  his  head. 
The  eyes,  red  and  moist,  were  half- 
closed.  Larry  figured  he  was  in 
shock  and  something  was  broken — 
a  leg  maybe. 

A  tense  urgency  struck  him.  The 
miserable  animal  needed  atten- 
tion. Although  the  faces  were  sym- 
pathetic, no  one  took  action.  Tears 
still  streamed  down  the  woman's 
cheeks.  Her  grief  must  have  been 
greater  than  any  of  the  spectators, 
Larry  figured.  They  shifted  about, 
but  their  shifting  and  staring 
weren't  helping  the  dog  any. 

HIS  wristwatch  ticked  on  an 
urgent  few  seconds.  He  stared 
again  and  again  at  the  watch,  torn 
by  the  need  to  assist  the  animal 
or  make  a  dash  for  his  job  interview. 
But     there     was     no     use     kidding 


himself.  This  interview  was  crucial. 
He  had  to  get  that  job.  It  was  their 
only  hope  of  paying  overdue  bills 
and  getting  out  of  that  shabby 
apartment.  Why  should  an  animal 
matter?  Well,  of  course,  it  did  mat- 
ter. Just  as  anyone  sick  or  in  dis- 
tress mattered. 

A  young  man  in  the  crowd  suggest- 
ed: "Somebody  call  a  dog  pound." 

Xo.  thought  Larry.  That  wasn't 
the  answer.  He  doubted  if  the  dog 
pound  would  even  pick  up  the  dog. 

A  veterinarian  was  badly  needed. 
How  far,  he  wondered,  was  the  near- 
est animal  hospital?  Larry  winced. 
For  he  couldn't  bear  the  animal's 
suffering  much  longer.  The  dog's 
front  paws  still  flicked  out  at  the 
dirt  occasionally.  The  line  of  his 
saliva-caked  lips  were  split  in  a 
pathetic  growl. 

"Poor  little  fellow,"  Larry  mut- 
tered. If  I'm  late  for  the  appoint- 
ment, he  thought.  Well,  I  just  won't 
have  a  prayer,  that's  all. 

A  few  more  seconds  passed  in  in- 
decision. He  felt  the  white  shirt's 
dampness  against  his  skin  under 
the  blazing  sun. 

Larry  skirted  around  a  couple, 
hurried  toward  his  car.  Then  he 
heard  another  faint  yelping  behind 
him.  Another  plea,  perhaps  his  last 
one. 

If  he  denied  the  little  dog,  could 
he  forget  it?  That  piercing  cry 
would  probably  haunt  him  for  a 
lifetime.  So,  what  if  he  lost  the 
job?  Oh.  sure,  it  mattered.  Larry 
thought.  It  hurt  him  just  to  think 
about  it.  He  needed  it. 

He  took  out  a  shapeless  handker- 
chief to    mop   the   sweat    from   his 
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forehead,  and  gave  a  rasping  sigh. 
Then  an  overwhelming  sorrow  welled 
up  inside  him,  a  sadness  checked 
by  a  new  resolve.  And  with  the 
decision,  he  felt  relieved. 

He  hastened  to  the  car,  reached 
into  the  back  seat,  and  pulled  out 
a  woolen  blanket. 

As  he  stepped  away  from  the  car, 
he  saw  the  animal  still  stirring  at 
the  edge  of  his  vision.  Larry  rushed 
over.  Very  carefully  he  put  the 
blanket  down.  Then  he  lifted  up 
the  animal  tenderly.  The  dog  gave 
a  slight  squirm  of  protest  but 
nothing  more. 

Very  slowly  Larry  set  the  dog 
down  on  the  blanket,  folded  it 
around  him.  The  front  paws  hung 
out  limply.  Larry  deftly  put  them 
inside  the  cover.  Then  he  skirted 
around  staring  children  and  carried 
the  animal  to  his  car. 

A  lady  assisted  in  getting  the  ad- 
dress of  the  nearest  veterinarian. 
"Thank  you,"  he  said  gratefully. 

During  the  ride  to  the  animal 
hospital,  the  dog  barely  uttered  a 
sound.  Larry  eyed  him  anxiously 
once  or  twice.  He  felt  a  sense  of  as- 
surance that  everything  was  okay. 

Gently,  he  petted  the  dog.  "Let's 
just  hope  we're  not  too  late,  little 
guy." 

The  entire  trip,  including  a  brief 
examination  by  the  veterinarian, 
took  the  space  of  twenty -five  min- 
utes. 

Larry's  tight -strung  nerves  re- 
laxed a  little  when  Dr.  Sam  Horner 
gave  his  diagnosis. 

"A  broken  back  leg,  but  I  think 
we  can  fix  it." 

"Thanks,  Dr.  Horner." 


HIS  wave  of  good  feeling  was  im- 
mediately erased  by  a  re- 
minder. The  job  interview  was  wait- 
ing. 

He  checked  the  time.  He  was 
crushed  at  how  far  the  minute 
hand  had  gone.  But  he  hurried, 
maybe  he  could  still  make  it. 

The  sunlight  was  a  glaring  white- 
ness that  bleached  the  face  of  a 
young  woman  outside.  She  was 
standing  at  the  hospital  entrance. 
Larry  noticed  a  teary-eyed  small 
girl  at  her  side. 

The  woman's  eyes  searched  Lar- 
ry's face  anxiously. 

"Is  he  all  right?"  she  cried. 

Before  Larry  could  answer,  the 
little  girl  brushed  a  tear  from  her 
cheek.  Her  tiny  voice  quavered:  "Is 
Poodles  going  to  be  okay,  Mother? 
Will  they  hurt  him?" 

A  stab  of  sympathy  hit  Larry. 

"It's  okay,"  he  said  quickly. 

Hopefully,  he  knelt  beside  the 
little  girl.  His  hand  folded  over  hers. 
"Honey,  is  that  your  dog?" 

She  nodded. 

"Well,  don't  you  worry  about  him 
now.  The  leg's  broken,  honey,  but 
the  doctor's  using  a  metal  pin  to 
hold  the  bone  tightly  together,  so 
it  can  heal." 

"Will  it  heal  soon?"  she  asked. 

"The  doctor  said  it  would  take 
about  four  weeks.  Then  he  should  be 
okay." 

This  news  aroused  a  wide-eyed 
look  of  hope  in  the  little  girl.  "Oh, 
Mama,"  she  cried,  clinging  with 
one  hand  to  her  yellow  skirt,  "the 
man  said  Poodles  will  get  well. 
He'll  get  well! "  she  shouted. 

The  mother  was  almost  as  over- 
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joyed  as  the  girl. 

Her  eyes  lit  brightly.  "Oh,  that's 
good  to  hear.  We  were  afraid  for  the 
worst,  but  now  it  seems.  .  ."She 
put  out  her  hand.  Larry  took  it  and 
smiled. 

"Thank  you  very  much." 

Larry  nodded.  "It's  all  right." 

"The  woman  next  door  told  me 
what  a  fine  thing  you  did,  how 
carefully  you  lifted  the  dog  and 
put  him  in  the  blanket." 

Larry  turned  red.  "It  was  the 
least  I  could  do." 

"I  only  hope  it  didn't  inconven- 
ience you,  that  you  didn't  have  any- 
thing more  urgent  to  do." 

"No,"  he  smiled.  "Nothing  so 
urgent  as  this." 

He  swallowed  and  said  goodbye. 
The  sunlight  broke  over  his  face. 
Yet  it  wasn't  so  much  the  sunlight 
that  warmed  Larry  inside.  It  was 
the  relief  spreading  over  the  little 


girl's  face  when  she  learned  her  dog 
would  be  all  right.  That's  what  he'd 
remember.  That's  what  made  him 
feel  good  inside. 

Larry    thought    about    it    as    he 
stepped  back  into  his  car. 

The  other  urgent,  pressing  prob- 
lem hit  him. 

he    sighed.    Maybe 
forget    that    associate 


"Too    late, 
he'd    better 
editor's  job. 

He    drove 


with 


open  windows, 
with  the  broiling  air  pushing  in, 
stirring  his  forehead. 

Feeling  better,  much  better, 
Larry  let  the  car  roll  leisurely  down 
the  road. 

Tomorrow's  another  day,  he 
thought,  and  maybe,  just  maybe, 
the  editor's  a  good  guy.  And  he'll 
give  me  another  chance  at  that  in- 
terview. 

Anyway,  thought  Larry,  stepping 
on  the  gas,  it  was  worth  a  try.  ■ 


A  HELPFUL  BOOK 

Carroll  Dale  Scores  Again  by  Dan  Harman.  The  Warner  Press,  Anderson,  Ind., 
1969. $1.75. 

Here  is  an  interesting  and  inspiring  story  of  one  of  the  outstanding  pro 
football  players  in  America  today.  Carroll  Dale  is  not  only  outstanding  as 
a  football  player,  but  he  is  a  great  Christian.  Vince  Lombardi  writes  of  him: 

He  knows  his   Christ  and  he  lives   his  life.  .  .  .1  respect  him. 
I  trust  him.   I  recommend  him  without  reservation  as   a  living 
example  for  young  people  today.  .... 

Carroll's  definition  of  a  Christian  is: 

To  be  Christian  means  attempting  to  live  a  Christlike  life 
from  day  to  day  in  work,  in  play,  in  life.  It  is  to  have  Christ 
"for  real,"  to  have  him  as  head  coach  in  our  lives 


Begin  each  day  with  prayer. 
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What's  Buggin' 


the  Younger  Generation? 


By  C.  Ray  Dobbins 


THE  now  generation  is  saying 
loud  and  clear  that  what  is 
bugging  them  most  is  the  older  gen- 
eration. Suddenly  the  number  30 
has  become  a  magic  dividing  line 
between  the  generations.  If  you  are 
under  30  then  you  understand 
what's  going  on,  but  if  you  have 
passed  that  mark  you  are  suddenly 
irrelevant  and  "out  of  it." 

In  reality,  the  situation  is  not  this 
simple  nor  ridiculous.  The  more 
thoughtful  young  are  quick  to  point 
out  that  there  are  many  beyond  30 
who  belong  in  the  now  generation 
while  there  are  also  large  numbers 
under  30  who  are  well  plugged  into 
the  systems  of  the  past.  One  may 
be  under  30  and  think  like  one  who 
is  eighty,  and  the  opposite  is  also 
true. 


Some  Valid  Criticisms 

The  restless  generation  consisting 
of  the  very  young,  the  dissenting 
older  students,  and  also  the  far-out 
hippie  group  have  been  busy  at 
work  stripping  off  the  masks,  break- 
ing down  the  facades,  and  boldly 
proclaiming  that  the  king  who  has 
no  clothes  on  is  really  naked. 

This  boldness  and  brashness  and 
even  contemptuous  spirit  has 
caused  many  of  the  establishment 
to  react  in  holy  horror.  Much  of 
this  reaction  has  been  due  to  the 
fact  that  a  dissenting  element  has 
been  at  work  telling  some  awful 
truths  about  us. 

We  who  are  more  identified  with 
the  establishment  have  been  chal- 
lenged to  recognize  that  there 
are    deeply    entrenched    hypocrisies 


Mr.  Dobbins  is  editor  of  The  Cumberland  Presbyterian,  1978    Union 
Avenue,  Memphis,  Tenn.  38104 
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which  we  have  accepted  and  sup- 
ported, but  which  are  now  being 
brought  to  the  surface. 

One  of  these  commonly  expressed 
views  is  that  respectability  has  be- 
come corrupted  by  much  of  our  or- 
ganized society.  Even  in  the  church 
many  of  the  traditional  practices 
which  have  been  held  in  sacred  awe 
are  now  stripped  of  their  halo. 

We  speak  much  of  love.  But 
much  of  the  fabic  of  our  life  is 
a  denial  of  love.  In  the  church  we 
see  this  demonstrated  in  the  most 
powerful  ways.  We  speak  of  it  as  a 
community  of  love,  but  it  frequent- 
ly is  filled  with  hate  and  struggle, 
and  reprisals,  and  bigotry. 

The  now  generation  is  challeng- 
ing us,  when  we  speak  of  love,  to 
mean  it.  We  are  being  pinned 
against  the  wall  and  made  to  admit 
that  much  of  our  love  is  an  empty 
mockery.  We  are  being  called  on 
to  love.  To  trust.  To  cultivate  con- 
fidence. To  build  mutual  respect. 

We  speak  of  honesty.  But  what 
we  often  call  honesty  turns  off  the 
now  generation.  They  see  through 
our  pretenses.  Sometimes  we  talk 
about  honesty  when  we  only  want 
to  apply  it  to  certain  areas.  We 
can't  go  all  the  way. 

Sometimes  our  establishment  use 
of  honesty  is  only  the  manipulation 
of  partial  truths  to  undergird  a  bias 
or  a  position.  We  are  now  getting 
caught  up  with.  We  are  now  chal- 
lenged to  practice  integrity.  We 
are  called  on  to  be  authentic  per- 
sons. 

Respectability  which  has  often 
been  a  dependable  norm  of  behav- 
ior  has    in    many    areas    become   a 


hated  sham.  This  being  pointed 
out  by  the  restless,  dissenting  gen- 
eration. We  have  to  face  up  to  it. 

Some  of  Us  Are  Listening 

Stephen  Levine,  who  is  a  percep- 
tive 17 -year-old  now  generation 
man  is  writing  a  syndicated  column 
that  is  appearing  in  a  number  of 
newspapers.  He  has  hard  words  for 
us  of  the  establishment.  He  says 
things  that  many  do  not  want  to 
hear.  He  illustrates  over  and  over 
that  normality  has  been  destroyed 
by  the  rapidity  of  change.  He  sug- 
gests that  much  of  the  confusion 
of  our  values  today  is  due  to  the 
fact  that  none  of  them  seems  to 
last.  He  even  dares  to  suggest  that 
consistency — though  desired  by 
many,  and  this  is  understandable- 
is  in  reality  irrational.  We  are  caught 
in  vast  changes  and  to  try  to  deny 
it  does  not  halt  it. 

Such  talk  by  the  seeming  imma- 
ture is  actually  more  mature  than 
many  oldsters  are  willing  to  accept 
or  understand. 

But  many  are  trying  to  listen. 
Many  are  listening.  In  numerous 
areas  of  our  life — including  busi- 
ness, education,  and  the  church — 
for  the  first  time,  there  is  tremen- 
dous talking  across  the  gap.  And 
when  there  is  genuine  dialogue  un- 
derstanding will  emerge. 

Upsetting  Power  of  Imagination 

One  of  the  virtues  of  being  young, 
says  Sam  Levenson,  is  that  you 
don't  let  the  facts  get  in  the  way 
of  imagination.  How  glad  we  ought 
to  be  for  this  virtue.  What  a  drab 
world  this  would  be  without  those 
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— especially  the  young — who  have 
vast  imaginations  and  who  are  em- 
ploying them.  They  stubbornly  re- 
fuse to  settle  for  what  is  because 
their  imagination  leads  them  to  see 
what  might  be. 

We  beyond  that  age  30  battle 
line,  need  to  turn  up  our  hearing 
aids  and  hear  what  these  dynamic 
and  virile  imaginations  are  saying 
to  us. 

By  the  same  token,  we  would 
hope  that  this  would  be  a  mutual 
arrangement.  That  we  would  try  to 
listen  more  to  each  other. 

If  a  lot  of  youth  seem  to  be  ignor- 
ing the  church  today  we  might 
look  and  see  if  many  of  them  are  not 
deeply  religious.  Many  of  them  are 
demonstrating    religious    principles 


but  certainly  not  by  going  to  church 
on  Sunday. 

Their  concern  with  religion  is  in 
human  values  and  in  ultimate  val- 
ues and  they  are  talking  a  great 
deal  about  it. 

In  some  ways  never  has  the 
Christian  faith  been  more  relevant 
than  it  is  today.  And  much  of  it  is 
being  demonstrated  by  those  who 
do  not  follow  the  usual  pattern. 

Jesus  once  told  a  parable  of  a 
man  who  had  laborers  to  say  that 
they  would  go  and  work  in  his  vine- 
yard. But  they  didn't  go.  Others 
said  they  would  not  work  in  his 
vineyard.  But  they  went  and 
worked. 

Is  this  parable  being  re-enacted 
today?  ■  ■ 


POPE  ON  MIXED  MARRIAGES 

Pope  Paul  VI  has  loosened  only  slightly  the  Roman  Catholic  Church's 
restrictions  on  mixed  marriages  of  Catholics  and  partners  of  other  faiths. 
The  new  rules,  issued  by  the  Pope  March  31  in  a  2,400  word  letter  entitled 
"Matrimonia  Mixta"  and  effective  October  1,  1970,  abandon  the  requirement 
that  the  non-Catholic  mate  promise  in  advance  to  let  the  children  be  reared 
as  Catholics. 

But  the  Catholic  partner  is  still  required  to  promise  that  he  will  "do  all  in 
his  power  to  have  all  the  children  baptized  and  brought  up  in  the  Catholic  Church." 

The  non -Catholic  party  must  be  "informed  of  these  promises  which  the 
Catholic  party  has  to  make,  so  that  it  is  clear  that  he  is  cognizant  of  the  promise 
and  obligation  on  the  part  of  the  Catholic." 

The  effect  of  the  change  is  that  the  non-Catholic  partner  while  no  longer 
compelled  to  make  a  promise  of  his  own,  is  made  aware  that  he  will  be  forcing 
his  mate  to  violate  a  solemn  promise  unless  he  goes  along  with  the  Catholic 
upbringing  of  the  children. 

The  Pope's  letter  declares  that  mixed  marriages  should  be  discouraged, 
although  they  are  valid  with  proper  dispensation. 

Protestants  had  hoped  that  the  Pope  would  eliminate  any  strictures  on  child 
rearing  in  the  faith  and  that  he  would  permit  Protestants  to  take  part  in  mixed- 
marriage  ceremonies. 

—From  The  Washington  Post,  April  29,  1970 
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By  Lela  Chesson 


LARUE  Yes  sen  of  Brooklyn,  New 
I  York,  had  joined  her  husband 
for  their  first  wedding  anniversary 
in  Hattiesburg,  Mississippi,  near 
Camp  Shelby.  Eight  weeks  later 
she  was  a  widow,  at  the  age  of  23. 
Her  husband,  Sol,  had  been  killed 
in  an  accident  near  camp. 

The  year  was  1942  and  at  that 
time  there  was  no  organization  of 
Gold  Star  Wives  to  offer  Larue 
Yessen  understanding  sympathy 
and  needed  solutions  to  her  many 
problems. 

"I  was  informed  of  Sol's  death  at 
9:30  on  the  morning  of  November 
19,  1942,"  she  recalls.  "A  sergeant 
from  Sol's  outfit,  the  97th  Evacu- 
ation Hospital  Unit,  and  his  wife 
visited  me  and  they  told  me  that 
my  husband  had  been  fatally  in- 
jured— the  first  of  his  outfit." 

The  sergeant's  wife  commented 
then,  "You  are  the  first,  Larue, 
but  you  won't  be  the  last." 
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The  young  widow  then  had  the 
unpleasant  task  of  informing  her 
parents  and  her  in-laws  of  the 
tragedy.  An  only  child,  her  hurt  was 
shared  by  her  parents,  and  she 
struggled  to  keep  her  emotions  in 
check. 

Her  mother  had  been  shopping 
the  week  before  Sol's  accident  for 
a  Blue  Star  to  display  in  her  win- 
dow in  anticipation  of  the  couple's 
visit  in  December.  She  took  it  back 
and  exchanged  it  for  a  Gold  Star. 

"The  greatest  chore  of  this  most 
tragic  experience  was  escorting 
Sol's  body  home,"  says  Larue.  She 
was  told  that  her  trip  would  be 
paid  if  she  escorted  the  body  home 
alone;  but  desiring  companionship, 
she  herself  had  to  pay  for  the  sad 
journey  home. 

"Procedures  weren't  set  up  for 
the  serviceman's  widow  then  as 
they  are  now,"  she  explains.  "The 
chaplain  of  Sol's  outfit  advised  me 
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UJMli  . 


Gold  Star  Wives  gather  in  Atlanta,  Georgi 
their  national  convention  in  July,  1969. 


for  a  memorial  service  during 


as  I  prepared  to  depart  for  home  to 
write  a  letter  explaining  how  the 
accident  occurred  so  that  I  might 
receive  the  compensation  to  which 
I  would  be  entitled." 

A  few  days  following  the  funeral, 
Larue  was  notified  that  a  case  of 
Sol's  belongings  weighing  55 
pounds  was  being  sent  to  her. 

"I  was  puzzled,"  she  remembers. 
"The  GI  clothing  had  been  returned 
before  I  left  Hattiesburg,  and  Sol 
had  few  personal  articles  at  camp. 
I  wondered  what  could  weigh  so 
much." 

The  case  turned  out  to  be  all  the 
letters  that  she  had  written  to  her 


husband  since  he  had  entered  the 
service.  He  had  saved  and  reread 
them  all  frequently. 

"I  really  felt  alone  at  that  time," 
Larue  admits.  "I  knew  of  no  one  in 
my  predicament." 

ONE  day  she  remarked  to  her 
mother,  "There  is  an  organ- 
ization for  mothers  who  lose  their 
sons  in  war;  there  should  be  such 
an  organization  for  widows  who 
have  lost  their  husbands  in  service, 
so  we  wouldn't  feel  so  alone." 

Three  years  later,  Larue  read  an 
item  in  the  paper  announcing  the 
formation    of    a    new    organization 
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Mrs.  Geraldine  Chittick,  National  Presi- 
dent of  Gold  Star  Wives,  places  a 
memorial  wreath  during  the  National 
Convention  in  1969. 


whose  membership  would  be  lim- 
ited to  servicemen's  widows.  "I  be- 
came so  excited,"  she  recalls,  "that 
I  pounced  on  Mother  screaming, 
'Look  what  I've  found! '" 

She  attended  her  first  meeting 
shortly  after  and  has  been  very 
active  in  the  Gold  Star  Wives 
ever  since.  "It's  the  only  organiza- 
tion to  which  I  have  belonged," 
she  says.  A  past  national  president, 
she  is  now  serving  as  National 
Historian.     Her    work     with     Gold 


Star  Wives  is  strictly  voluntary; 
her  occupation  is  teaching  nursery 
school. 

Larue  met  Marie  Jordan,  the 
founder  of  the  Gold  Star  Wives  at 
the  first  meeting.  "I've  known 
Marie  for  the  past  twenty -four 
years,"  she  states,  "and  she  is  a  hu- 
man dynamo.  When  she  was  a  wid- 
ow only  three  months,  with  a  son 
of  twenty  months,  she  had  an  idea 
and  a  postage  stamp,  and  Gold 
Star  Wives  was  born." 

In  the  beginning  the  Gold  Star 
Wives  were  assisted  by  Eleanor 
Roosevelt,  a  member  who  was  eli- 
gible as  widow  of  the  Commander- 
in-Chief  of  the  United  States  Armed 
Forces.  In  August  of  1946  the  Gold 
Star  Wives  had  a  bus  outing  to  the 
Roosevelt  Memorial  Home  at  Hyde 
Park.  While  picnicking  on  the 
grounds,  it  rained. 

"We  wound  up  in  the  Rumpus 
Room  where  the  gracious  lady 
joined  us  for  coffee  and  photo- 
graphs," Larue  remembers. 

"We  also  had  a  gentleman  whom 
we  regarded  as  our  godfather,  the 
late  Floyd  Silk  of  New  York,"  she 
fondly  adds.  "He  offered  to  help 
when  others  said  that  getting  to- 
gether a  group  of  weeping  widows 
was  silly.  He  granted  office  space, 
made  contacts,  and  told  Marie  that 
she  had  an  idea  that  had  to  work." 

Marie  Jordan's  idea  did  work, 
and  the  Gold  Star  Wives,  over  the 
past  years,  has  laid  the  groundwork 
for  numerous  benefits  which  the 
dependents  of  servicemen  can 
count  on.  Membership  is  limited  to 
widows  of  servicemen  who  die  while 
serving  in  the  armed  forces  of  the 
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United  States  or  who  die  later  as  a  they  are  having  to  learn  to  live  on 

result    of    service-incurred    disabil-  little.    They    are    bringing   up    chil- 

ities.     Remarried     widows     remain  dren  without  the  help  of  the  fathers, 

eligible    for    membership,    and    the  Then,  too,  they  are  particularly  dis- 

dues  are  purposely  low.  turbed   by    meeting   unsympathetic 

"We  are  an  organization  which  people  who  feel  that  our  men  should 
does  not  like  to  grow,"  comments  not  have  been  willing  to  give  their 
Larue,  "but  our  membership  has  lives  for  our  country." 
more  than  doubled  in  the  past  year.  Many  chaplains  act  as  chap- 
Most  of  our  new  members  are  wid-  lains  for  Gold  Star  Wives  chapters, 
ows  of  servicemen  who  have  died  in  "Chaplains  can  be  strong  links  in 
Vietnam."  the    chain    that    helps    the    widow 

"In  my  contacts  with  these  worn-  face  the  future  with  courage." 

en,"    she    continues,    "I    find    that  "Gold  Star  Wives  saved  my  san- 

they     feel     as     I     did — completely  ity."  Larue  Yessen  also  states.  "If  it 

alone.  They  feel  out  of  place  with  did  that  for  me,  it  must  and  can  be 

their    young    married    friends    and  helpful  to  others."                       ■  ■ 


The  Cure  for  a  Troubled  Heart 

(Continued  from  page  36) 

their  minds  and  hearts. 

5.  We  note  the  solid  comfort  assured  by  the  coming  of  the  Para- 
clete and  the  new  understanding  of  the  meaning  of  the  Scriptures 
which  he  would  give.  How  thrilling  were  the  realizations  which  burst 
in  upon  them  when  they  learned  of  the  wonders  of  the  work  and  min- 
istry of  the  Holy  Spirit.  This  word  concerning  the  coming  of  the 
Comforter  stirred  new  hopes  and  richer  dreams  of  divine  revelation 
and  new  powers. 

6.  We  note  the  personal,  individual,  specific  plan  which  our  Lord 
revealed  and  the  same  personal  attention  which  the  Holy  Spirit 
chose  to  display  in  his  unceasing  ministry  to  the  new  creatures  in 
Christ.  These  disciples  would  have  an  interpreter  who  could  and 
would  make  clear  the  full  meaning  of  the  Word  of  God  for  their 
hearts.  They  had  every  reason  to  believe  that  they  could  be  good 
interpreters. 

7.  We  note  the  rich  legacy  which  our  Lord  left  as  his  precious  gift 
to  his  redeemed  ones.  He  chose  to  give  them  the  amazing  "peace" 
which  had  been  in  his  heart  and  that  superb  serenity  they  had 
admired.  What  greater  legacy  could  they  desire?  It  was  given  to 
them  by  the  Son  of  God.  Let  not  your  heart  be  troubled.        ■   ■ 
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When  We  Must  Do  "Dirty  Work" 


By  David  A.  MacLennan 


WHILE  driving  home  not  long 
ago,  I  detected  an  odor  ahead 
and  around  me  that  was  far  from 
Chanel  No.  5  perfume!  Then  I 
caught  up  with  a  large  truck.  On 
the  sides  and  on  the  back  of  the 
tank  facing  me  I  discovered  the 
cause  of  the  repulsive  smell.  It  was 
a  tank-truck  used  to  empty  and 
carry  to  its  final  resting  place  the 
contents  of  cesspools!  The  driver 
and  his  helper  were  certainly  in- 
volved in  "dirty  work." 

Most  of  us  are  not  on  such  assign- 
ments. Nevertheless,  many  human 
beings  must  do  work  from  time  to 
time  which  may  be  designated  as 
"dirty"  in  the  sense  that  it  involves 
dull,  routine,  even  distasteful  tasks. 

Again,  who  has  not  had  to  work 
with  men  and  women  whose  per- 
sonalities, if  not  "dirty"  in  speech, 
habits,  attitudes,  make  our  work 
difficult  and  sometimes  almost  un- 
bearable?  We   sometimes   speak  of 


persons  to  whom  we  feel  are  at 
least  emotionally  allergic,  as  "con- 
flicting personalities."  We  may  use 
even  stronger  terms  about  them. 
Sometimes  their  persistent  crit- 
icisms or  disparagement,  or  care- 
lessness, or  outright  opposition  to 
us  makes  us  wish  that  they  would 
be  transferred  to  a  remote  base,  or 
that  even,  when  we  feel  particu- 
larly low  about  them,  that  the 
good  Lord  would  remove  them. 

A  middle-aged  Frenchwoman  was 
asked  by  her  American  neighbor 
how  her  chronically  invalid  hus- 
band was  doing.  The  man  was  in- 
curable and  almost  unaware  of  life 
around  him.  He  still  managed  to  be 
an  almost  intolerable  burden  by 
his  temper  outbursts.  The  long- 
suffering  wife  disclosed  her  very 
human  impatience  when  she  re- 
plied, "Ah,  I  pray  the  good  God  to 
end  his  sufferings,  but  the  good  God, 
he  is  so  slow!" 


Dr.  MacLennan  is  pastor  of  the  First  Presbyterian   Church  (United), 
2231  N.  E.  26th  Avenue,  Pompano  Beach,  Fla.  33064 
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How  can  we  handle  "dirty  work" 
of  one  kind  or  another?  What  help 
can  we  secure  to  meet  the  problems 
we  face?  Are  there  resources  in  our 
Christian  faith  in  God,  in  our  obe- 
dience to  Christ,  which  will  make  us 
as  the  New  Testament  declares, 
"more  than  conquerors  through  him 
who  loved  us"  (Romans  8:37).  I  be- 
lieve there  are  such  resources. 

Let  me  share  some  of  them  with 
you. 

Every  Person  Must  Have 
His  Share  of  Dirty  Work 

Monotonous  duties  must  be  done 
even  by  "top  brass,"  and  by  those 
richer  in  material  wealth  and  na- 
tive ability  than  we  are.  A  president 
of  Harvard  University  whose  job 
seemed  to  offer  almost  endless  va- 
riety of  challenges,  most  of  them  in- 
teresting, once  confessed  that  nine- 
tenths  of  his  work  was  sheer  routine. 
Of  course,  when  he  was  the  head  of 
an  outstanding  educational  estab- 
lishment campus  capers  were  much 
milder  than  the  rebellions  and  riots 
which  have  afflicted  college  admin- 
istrators in  recent  years!  When  the 
One  whom  Christians  revere  as 
Lord  of  all  life — God  made  known 
uniquely  in  a  human  personality 
— worked  in  Joseph's  carpenter 
shop  in  Nazareth,  there  must  have 
been  jobs  far  less  interesting  than 
fashioning  yokes  for  oxen  and  doors 
for  houses.  So  in  military  and  civil- 
ian life  today  there  are  those  duties 
to  be  done  which  while  not  actually 
dirty  are  dull,  monotonous,  trivial 
and  not  worthy  of  a  man's  or  a  wom- 
an's time  and  energy. 


Do  You  Feel  You 
Have  a  "Dirty  Deal"? 

Perhaps  you  feel  you've  been 
dealt,  a  "dirty  deal"  from  fate  or 
from  your  military  "bosses."  Remem- 
ber that  every  type  of  employment, 
every  kind  of  life,  has  some  "dirty" 
work  in  it.  Remember,  too,  that  in 
the  most  distasteful  toil  we  can  be 
useful.  Think  of  the  "man-hours," 
the  drudgery  of  detailed,  precision 
labor  which  must  have  preceded 
the  Apollo  flights  which  led  to  the 
tremendous  achievement  of  the 
first  moon-landings  in  1969!  True, 
the  objective  must  have  furnished 
incentive  and  inspiration  to  even 
the  humblest  worker  doing  the  most 
menial  job. 

Nevertheless,  there  are  few  jobs 
without  some  usefulness.  WThat 
we  are  doing  may  help,  probably 
does  help  maintain  very  fine  and 
even  essential  institutions  around 
which  a  decent  national  commu- 
nity is  built.  We  have  a  chance  to 
help  maintain  and  even  improve 
the  institutions  without  which 
civilized  life  could  not  long  endure. 

Christ  Had  Followers 
Who  Were  Difficult 

Our  Lord  had  to  put  up  with  im- 
pulsive, headstrong  Peter  and  am- 
bitious, perhaps  avaricious  Judas 
Iscariot  who  betrayed  him.  You  say 
that  you  have  tried  repeatedly  to 
understand  and  win  over  the  per- 
son who  plays  "dirty  pool"  as  far  as 
you  and  others  are  concerned?  Our 
Savior  commands  that  we  are  to 
love  one  another,  enemies  and  the 
unlikable  alike.   He  also  directs  us 
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to  forgive  one  another  as  God  for 
Christ's  sake  has  forgiven  us.  A 
little  praise  when  deserved,  a  kind- 
ness shown  to  one  who  has  been  un- 
kind, sometimes  works  wonders. 
It  used  to  be  said  that  one  of  the 
ways  to  receive  a  favor  from  a  cer- 
tain magnanimous  American  lead- 
er was  to  kick  him!  He  responded 
with  unexpected  and  uncommon 
kindness.  Abraham  Lincoln  aston- 
ished and  won  men  by  his  mag- 
namity  as  illustrated  by  his  re- 
sponse to  a  cabinet  member  who 
urged  him  to  destroy  his  enemies 
within  his  own  ranks  as  well  as  in 
the  Confederacy.  "Do  I  not  over- 
come my  enemies,"  he  said,  "when 
I  make  them  my  Mends?"  Of  course 
such  treatment  may  not  always 
win  immediate  success,  but  vindic- 
tiveness,  carrying  grudges  and  nurs- 
ing resentments  never  have  a  chance 
of  winning. 

Use  Leisure  Creatively 

Xo  one  has  "dirty  work"  or  even 
interesting  work  all  the  time.  In- 
creasingly, even  in  military  service, 
we  have  ''leave"  and  time  to  our- 
selves. God  does  not  expect  us  to 
work  all  the  time.  Even  his  Son 
Jesus  had  his  first  followers  go  into 
"a  desert  place"  with  him  to  rest 
and  recreate  their  energies  and 
change  their  pace.  Routine  tasks 
and  "dirty  work'"  may  fill  part  of 
our  life,  even  most  of  it  until  we 
retire  or  change  our  location  from 
life  here  to  life  in  our  Father's 
heavenly  kingdom.  But  each  of  us 
does  have  "free''  time.  Many  years 
ago  there  was  born  in  a  Vermont 
farmhouse    a    bov    named    Wilson 


Bently.  He  stayed  all  his  life  in  that 
rural  community.  He  had  to  do  work 
as  a  dairyman  on  what  he  called 
a  "twenty-cow  farm."  There  was 
"dirty  work"  aplenty!  But  Bentley 
used  his  spare  time  in  an  unusual 
hobby.  He  began  at  the  age  of  19 
photographing  snow-crystals,  frost- 
crystals,  and  ice-crystals.  When  he 
died  in  1941  he  left  200  perfect 
micro-photographs  of  ice-crystals. 
600  of  frost -crystals,  and  5,150  of 
snow-crystals.  It  was  the  first  col- 
lection ever  made  and  reproduc- 
tions of  his  work  were  purchased  by 
scientific  libraries  all  over  the 
world. 

Cooperation  With  God 

When  you  and  I  must  do  "dirty 
work,"  or  dull,  monotonous  routine 
and  seemingly  unproductive  work, 
let  us  remember  this  further  truth: 
in  our  small  fidelities,  in  our  every- 
day faithfulness,  in  our  loyalty  to 
the  best  we  know,  we  cooperate  with 
God  in  fulfilling  his  plan  for  us  as 
fully  developed  persons.  God  for- 
ever tries  to  develop  the  best  in 
every  one  of  his  children,  and  to  use 
us  to  help  others  realize  their  best. 
He  gives  us  Christ  that  we  may 
help  him  achieve  his  wonderful 
purpose  for  us.  Right  where  we  are 
we  can  become  better  and  more  use- 
ful persons.  Right  where  we  are  and 
in  the  midst  of  distasteful  but  nec- 
essary jobs  we  can  enable  God  to 
use  us  as  his  agents  and  instru- 
ments. The  Apostle  Paul  left  a 
truly  inspired  directive  for  each  of 
us:  "whether  you  eat  or  drink,  or 
whatever  you  do.  do  all  to  the  glory 
of  God"  (1  Corinthians  10:31).  ■  ■ 
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An  artist  whose  illustrations  have 
brought  interest  and  delight  to  read- 
ers of  THE  LINK  is  Stanton  V. 
Levy,  whose  first  art  work  in  the 
magazine  appeared  on  the  cover  for 
the  December,  1957,  issue.  Since 
that  time  his  illustrations  have  ap- 
peared in  41  issues.  He,  also,  did  the 
self -drawing  on  this  page. 

Stanton  early  showed  artistic 
talent  and  won  a  4-year  scholar- 
ship to  the  Philadelphia  Museum 
College  of  Art.  He  has  been  a  free- 
lance designer  and  illustrator  for 
national  publications  and  organiza- 
tions, religious  publishing  houses, 
and  magazines.  He's  a  diplomatic 
person,  saying  he  "enjoyed  interest- 
ing working  associations  with  ob- 
servant and  perceptive  editors  and 


art  directors." 

Our  fiction  writers  appreciate  his 
illustrations.  Dan  Ross  said  of  a 
recent  Mei  Wong:  "I  think  the  il- 
lustration of  my  story  is  the  best 
ever."  Margaret  Lael  Cooper  said: 
"Mr.  Levy  seemed  to  bring  out  all 
the  thoughts  and  feelings  I  tried 
to  express."  And  Lenore  Morgan 
wrote:  "My  story  is  so  well  done 
with  excellent  and  exciting  illustra- 
tions, which  makes  one  want  to 
read  it." 

The  editors  of  THE  LINK  appre- 
ciate Stanton  not  only  because  he 
adds  so  much  to  the  attractiveness 
of  the  magazine,  but  because  it  is  a 
pleasure  to  work  with  him.  (See 
his  illustrations  on  pages  22,  27, 
and  43.) 
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Lift  Up  Your  Heart 


Great  Spirit,  let  me  walk  for  three  moons  in  the  moccasins  of  the 
one  I  would  criticize. — An  Indian  Chief's  Prayer  from  "Have  a  Good 
Day." 

Happiness  is  a  matter  of  habit;  and  you  had  better  gather  it 
fresh  every  day  or  you  will  never  get  it  at  all. — Elbert  Hubbard. 

Love  never  looks  to  see  what  it  is  going  to  get  in  return. — Sun- 
shine. 

Good  resolutions  are  like  babies  crying  in  church.  To  be  good,  they 
must  be  carried  out. — The  Magnificat. 

Before  you  score  you  must  first  have  a  goal. — Greek  Proverb. 

The  highest  reward  for  a  man's  toil  is  not  what  he  gets  for  it,  but 
what  he  becomes  by  it. — Anonymous. 

The  grand  essentials  to  happiness  are  something  to  do,  some- 
thing to  love,  and  something  to  hope  for. — Joseph  Addison. 

It  is  wiser  to  choose  what  you  say  than  to  say  what  you  choose. 
—J.E.Tripp. 

I  thank  fate  for  having  made  me  born  poor.  Poverty  taught  me 
the  true  value  of  the  gifts  useful  to  life.  —  Anatole  France. 

The  man  who  is  content  to  get  by  is  the  man  who  will  be  passed 
by. — Elmer  G.  Leterman. 

The  world  is  looking  for  the  man  who  can  do  something,  not  for 
the  man  who  can  explain  why  he  did  not  do  it. — Carl  J.  Bowen  in 

Optimist. 

The  ancient  Greeks  found  happiness  to  be  what  they  could  put 
into  life  and  not  what  they  could  loot  out  of  it. — Royal  Bank  of 
Canada  Monthly  Letter. 
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The  Sound  of  Glad  Tidings 


Ravenscroft:  Great  Hymns  in  Story  and  Song.  Arranger  and  Conductor: 
Ralph   Carmichael.    Narration   written   by   Bill   Cole.    Light   Records,    Waco, 

Tex.  Box  1790,  76703. 

An  unusual  record  with  both  narration  and  singing.  Thurl  Ravenscroft 
possesses  a  rich,  melodious  bass  voice  ("Mr.  Bass  Himself").  He  reciter- 
background,  history  of  some  of  the  great  hymns  such  as  "The  Old  Rugged 
Cross,"  "Saved  by  Grace,"  >-What  a  Friend  We  Have  in  Jesus,"  "Let  the 
Lower  Lights  Be  Burning,"  etc.  Then  he  sings  the  song  and  the  combination 
is  charming.  These  would  be  ideal  used  as  devotionals. 

My  Wonderful  Lord.  Word  Records,  Box  1790,  Waco,  Tex.  76703. 

A  mother  of  five  with  a  beautiful  contralto  voice  sings  her  personal 
testimony  to  her  "wonderful  Lord."  Once  she  sang  in  nightclubs;  then  in 
facing  serious  surgery,  she  met  Christ.  This  experience  has  given  a  new 
dimension  to  her  living  and  singing.  The  songs  are  quiet  and  slow  and  those 
who  like  noise  and  speed  may  turn  away  from  them;  but  I  like  them.  Some 
of  the  ten  songs  are:  "All  That  Thrills  My  Soul,"  "The  Lily  of  the  Valley," 
"I  Want  to  Be  Like  Jesus";  "Everytime  I  feel  the  Spirit";  "My  Wonderful 
Lord."  Music  is  arranged  and  conducted  by  Jimmie  Owens  of  California. 

Jim  and  Jan  Cole  Sing  Gospel  Solos  and  Duets.  Zondervan  Recordings, 

Grand  Rapids,  Mich.  1415  Lake  Dr.  49506. 

This  record  is  one  of  the  best.  Jim  and  Jan  sing  with  beauty  and  strength 
and  power.  Joy  shines  forth  in  their  songs.  No  wonder  they  are  invited  so 
often  to  sing  for  evangelistic  meetings,  youth  rallies,  banquets.  This  is 
their  first  record;  may  they  have  many  more.  Among  the  twelve  solos  and 
duets,  these  stand  out:  "I'm  Free";  "I  Love  Him";  "Surely  Goodness  and 
Mercy";  "I  Believe";  "Heaven  CameDown";  and  "I  Asked  the  Lord." 

The  Continental  Singers.  Light  Records,  Box  1790,  Waco,  Tex.  76703. 

This  singing  group  has  hit  upon  a  new  way  of  presenting  some  of  the 
old  songs  of  the  church.  They  present  them  with  a  fast  beat  and  in  a 
dramatic  way;  and  for  young  people  especially  the  words  and  tunes  become 
more  meaningful.  Through  this  music  lives  are  being  changed.  A  mother 
wrote  to  the  group  and  said:  "You  are  doing  something  for  my  son  that  I 
wasn't  able  to  do  in  eighteen  years." 

Some  of  the  songs  used  in  the  album  of  ten  are:  "Tell  Me  the  Story  of 
Jesus";  "Let  the  Lower  Lights  Be  Burning";  "The  Solid  Rock";  "Whiter 
Than  Snow";  "Wonderful  Words  of  Life";  and  "Saved  By  Grace." 
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NHA  TRANG,  Vietnam.  I  Field  Force 
Vietnam  staff  chaplains  (Chaplain  Fred- 
erick Hunt,  center;  Chaplain  Francis 
Ford,  right)  hand  a  check  for  81,000 
from  U.  S.  servicemen  here  to  a  repre- 
sentative of  72  homeless  Vietnamese 
Air  Force  families  (LTC  Phuc  Phan 
Quang,  left).  Fire  destroyed  their  homes 
and  this  gift  will  be  used  to  purchase 
new  housing. 


Ill 

Pictures 


Picture  shows  Nigerian  youth  reading 
worn  copy  of  the  Bible.  The  American 
Bible  Society  has  launched  an  emer- 
gency appeal  for  funds  to  meet  the 
mounting  requests  for  Scriptures  in 
Nigeria  to  replace  those  lost  or  de- 
stroyed during  30  months  of  civil  con- 
flict. Needed  are  250,000  Bibles,  55,000 
New  Testaments,  360,000  Gospels  and 
Gospel  portions,  and  1,000  Scripture 
selections.  The  estimated  cost  of  print- 
ing and  supplying  these  Scriptures  is 
S200,000.  The  American  Bible  Society 
has  written  to  the  churches  for  help  on 
this  project.  They  write: 

Thousands  have  lost  their  treasured 
Bibles,  and  we  receive  moving  appeals 
from  them  for  new  copies  of  the  Word 
of  God. 

The  work  of  peace  and  reconciliation 
in  Nigeria  has  just  begun.  Bodies  must 
be  healed  and  fed.  And  we  thank  God 
that  there  are  many  dedicated  people 
there  devoted  to  this  task. 
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Ngo-Tan-Phi  poses  here  with  two 
Montagnard  orphans.  They  are  happy 
that  Tin-Lanh  orphanage  has  a  new 
church  (five  structures  in  all).  Funds 
from  GIs  help  build  it.  President  Nixon 
has  sent  the  orphanage  80  books.  They 
got  the  church  through  "a  miracle  of 
love"  as  Mr.  Phi  expressed  it.  There 
are  21  orphans  and  now  they  are  work- 
ing for  a  new  building  to  house  more. 


Dr.  James  W.  Sells  has  recently  re- 
tired from  his  position  as  exec. -secy,  of 
communications  and  lay  work  in  the 
Southeastern  Jurisdictional  Council  of 
the  United  Methodist  Church.  He 
originated  the  world's  largest  non- 
commercial syndicated  religious  radio 
program;  he  was  the  founder  of  the 
Protestant  Radio-TV  Center  in  Atlanta. 


The  nation's  largest  syndicated  Protes- 
tant religious  radio  program  observed 
its  Silver  Anniversary  last  April.  Known 
as  the  Protestant  hour  it  began  with 
39  stations  in  1946.  But  in  1970  it  has 
548  stations.  The  speaker  for  this  series 
was  Dr.  Wayne  Clymer,  president  of 
Evangelical  Theological  Seminary  at 
Naperville,  111.  He  spoke  13  times  on 
basic  affirmations  of  the  Christian  faith. 
The  program  is  sponsored  by  the  United 
Methodist  Chruch. 
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Aug.  1-2.  National  Championship  Country  Music  Contest.  Warrenton,  Va. 

Aug.  2.  11th  Sunday  after  Pentecost. 

Aug.  3-8  National  Smile  Week.  Perhaps  we  wonder:  How  can  we  look  on 

the  bright  side  of  things  today?  We  can. 
Aug.  4  Coast  Guard  Day.  180th  anniversary  of  founding  of  U.S.  Coast  Guard. 
Aug.4-14.  International  Youth  Hostel  Organizations  Conference.  Otaniemi, 

Finland. 
Aug.  5-8.  National  Reunion  of  the  China-Burma-India  Veterans  Association. 

Hq.  Milwaukee,  Wis. 
Aug.  6-9.  Scandanavian  Festival.  Junction  City,  Ore. 
Aug.  6.  Transfiguration. 

Aug.  7-9.  International  Air  Show.  Abbotsford,  B.  C,  Canada. 
Aug.   7-8.  U.S.   Golf  Association  Curtis   Cup  Tournament.   West  Newton, 

Mass. 
Aug.  8.  International  Character  Day.  Jimmy  Award. 
Aug.  9.  Arapahoe  Glacier  Hike.  Boulder,  Colo. 
Aug.  9.  12th  Sunday  after  Pentecost.  Also  Family  Reunion  Day. 
Aug.  10.  Herbert  C.  Hoover's  birthday.  31st  President  of  the  U.S.  Born  this 

day  in  1874. 
Aug.  12.  Anniversary  of  the  arrival  of  Juan  Ponce  de  Leon  in  Puerto  Rico. 
Aug.  13-16.  Inter-tribal  Indian  Ceremonial.  Gallup,  N.  Mex. 
Aug.  13-16.  Professional  Golfers  Association  Championship.  Tulsa,  Okla. 
Aug.  14.  Atlantic  Charter  Day.  Charter  signed  by  Roosevelt  and  Churchill 

-on  this  day  in  1941. 
Aug.  14-23.  Wisconsin  State  Fair.  West  Allis,  Wis. 
Aug.  16.  12th  Sunday  after  Pentecost. 
Aug.  17.  U.S.  Naval  Air  Station  Oceana.  27th  Anniversary.  Virginia  Beach, 

Va. 
Aug.   20.  Benjamin   Harrison's   birthday.   23rd  President   of  the  U.S.  Born 

this  day  in  1838. 
Aug.  21-30.  Iowa  State  Fair.  DesMoines,  Iowa. 
Aug.  22-23.  Sun  Prairie  Sweet  Corn  Festival.  Sun  Prairie,  Wis. 
Aug.  23.  14th  Sunday  after  Pentecost. 
Aug.  27.  Lyndon  B.  Johnson's  birthday.  36th  President  of  the  U.  S.  Born 

this  day  in  1908. 
Aug.  27-Sept.  10.  United  States  Lawn  Tennis  Association  Championships. 

Forest  Hills,  N.  Y. 
Aug.  29-Sept.  1.  Conference  of   the   International   Athletics    Association. 

Stockholm,  Sweden. 
Aug.  30.  15th  Sunday  after  Pentecost.  Also  Festival  of  Christ  the  King. 
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THROUGHOUT  this  issue  of  THE  LINK  you  will  find  five  arti- 
cles prepared  not  only  for  individual  reading,  but  also  for  group 
discussion  and  lay  leader's  helps. 

1.  Is  Marijuana  Harmless?  (Page  5) 

Biblical  Material:  1  Corinthians  6:9-20 

Why  can  we  call  these  times  "a  grim  period  in  America"?  What 
are  some  of  the  right  uses  of  drugs?  In  what  way  is  marijuana  harm- 
ful? What  can  be  done  about  the  drug  problems? 

2.  CMR  Box  256  (Page  29) 

Biblical  Material:  2  Thessalonians  2:13-15 

How  would  you  deal  with  the  problems  Jim  Jordan  faced?  (No 
letter  from  home;  loneliness;  temptation).  Do  Christians  have  fewer 
problems  of  this  kind  than  non-Christians?  What  special  resources 
do  you,  as  a  Christian,  find  most  helpful  in  such  situations? 

3.  The  Cure  for  a  Troubled  Heart  (Page  32) 

Biblical  Material:  John  14 

What  grim  facts  did  the  disciples  face?  How  did  they  meet  these? 
What  did  Jesus  expect  to  take  place  after  death?  In  what  way  is 
Jesus  the  way,  the  truth,  and  the  life?  What  is  the  work  of  the  Holy 
Spirit?  What  is  your  concept  of  heaven? 

4.  What's  Buggin'  the  Younger  Generation  (Page  47) 

Biblical  Material:  Matthew  21:28-31 

Is  the  generation  gap  real  or  imaginary?  If  it  truly  exists,  how  do 
we  build  bridges?  Do  the  various  elements  in  the  establishment  need 
to  change?  If  so,  in  what  ways?  How  can  we  get  the  younger  genera- 
tion and  the  older  to  listen  to  each  other?  WTiat  are  the  hopeful  signs 
of  overcoming  the  conflict  between  the  generations? 

5.  When  We  Must  Do  "Dirty  Work"  (Page  54) 

Biblical  Material:  1  Corinthians  3:9;  10:31 

What  are  some  ways  we  are  all  called  to  do  "dirty  work" — regard- 
less of  rank,  profession,  location?  How  can  Christian  faith  and  Chris- 
tian living  help  us  when  we  find  our  particular  jobs  almost  intoler- 
able? Read  1  Corinthians  10:31.  How  can  we  do  all  to  God's  glory? 
What  are  some  ways? 
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Thomas  Jefferson  &  the  New  Nation  by  Merrill  D.  Peterson.  Oxford  Univer- 
sity Press,  200  Madison  Ave.,  New  York,  N.  Y.  10016.  1970.  $15.00. 

This  outstanding  biography  of  Thomas  Jefferson  is  not  that  of  the  man 
alone:  but  a  history  of  the  young  nation.  "No  other  founder  had  a  longer  or 
larger  influence  on  the  life  and  hopes  of  the  New  World  prodigy  than  Thomas 
Jefferson"  (p.  ix).  The  author  succeeds  admirably  in  his  aim:  "to  write  a 
basic  narrative  of  Jefferson's  life  formed  by  my  own  understanding  of  its 
place,  its  problems,  and  its  importance  in  the  history  of  the  United  States 
as  the  first  revolutionary  new  nation.  .  .  ." 

The  multitudinous  events  of  Jefferson's  life  are  interpreted  in  the  light  of 
three  dominant  motifs:  democracy,  nationality,  enlightenment.  .  .  . 

Country  Editor's  Boy  by  Hal  Borland.  J.  B.  Lippincott  Co.,  Philidelphia,  Pa. 
19105. 1970. 

The  distinguished  writer,  Hal  Borland,  records  here  the  memories  of  his 
boyhood  from  1915  to  1918  when  the  Old  West  was  passing  and  the  New  West 
was  emerging.  Great  writing,  too: 

We  heard  the  echoes  of  prayer  chants,  war  chants,  hunting 
chants  of  Arapaho  and  Cheyenne.  We  saw  the  hills  dark  with 
buffalo,  more  buffalo  than  man  could  count,  meat  to  feed 
the  plains  people  forever.  .  .  .We  saw,  heard,  felt,  tasted  the 
new,  displacing  the  old.  .  .  .We  saw,  heard,  smelled,  felt,  al- 
most tasted  the  past.  .  .  .The  memories  should  endure.  Unless 
we  know  where  we  came  from,  something  about  the  road 
we  traveled  as  a  people,  how  can  we  know  who  we  are  and 
where  we  are  going? 


The  Problem  of  Falling  Rocks  by  Peter  Marshall.  1969. 

God  Has  the  Answers  by  Dale  Evans  Rogers.  1969. 

Little  Secrets  for  Happy  Living  by  Hannah  Whitall  Smith.  1969. 

The  Riches  of  Prayer  by  Charles  L.  Allen.  1969. 

Fleming  H.  Revell,  Westwood,  N.  J.  07675.  Revell  Miniatures.  50  cents  per 
copy.  Small  books  about  3x5,  easily  read,  can  be  carried  in  the  pocket, 
truly  inspirational. 
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disagree  with  Mr.  Thompson  and  I  am  sure  that,  being  fair-minded  Christians, 
you  will  want  to  print  both  sides  .... 

Mr.  Thompson's  letter  was  probably  written  while  he  was  still  too  deeply 
grieved  to  look  at  events  with  the  amount  of  rationality  he  might  normally 
display.  He  seems  to  feel  that  peace  demonstrators  are  traitors  who  are  intent  on 
dishonoring  his  son  and  their  country.  This  is  not  true.  Many  demonstrators  are 
merely  trying  to  correct  what  they  see  as  their  country's  error.  It  is  possible  to 
love  a  country  and,  at  the  same  time,  think  that  that  country  is  acting  wrongly. 

However,  whether  peace  demonstrators  are  right  or  wrong,  most  of  them  do 
feel  a  genuine  grief  at  the  appalling  bloodshed  in  Vietnam  ....  Mr.  Thompson 
laments  the  fact  that  no  demonstrators  have  brought  flowers  to  his  son's  grave; 
perhaps  if  Mr.  Thompson  announced  the  location  of  the  grave  they  would  bring 
flowers  .... 

Furthermore,  the  peace  demonstrators  are  not  saying  that  the  man's  son 
supported  their  movement;  they  are  merely  lamenting  that  he  died  when  it  was 
not  necessary. 

—Linda  Hobson,  111  Southgate  Drive,  Belleville,  111.  62223. 
(Letter  printed  in  part  to  show  the  view  of  the  other  side. — Editor.) 

More  About  Cover  Girls 

SA  Thomas  L.  Featherman,  ET/A  School  Bldg.,  520,  534/395A.  NTC  Great 
Lakes,  111.  60088  has  written  to  us  to  secure  the  name  and  address  of  one 
of  our  cover  girls.  We  get  many  letters  like  this;  so  here  is  our  reply  to 
Tom — which  will  go  for  many  others: 

Your  letter  to  "Patsy"  came  to  us  today.  I'm  sorry  to  tell  you  that  "Patsy" 
is  unable  to  write  to  you.  "Patsy"  is  simply  a  model  who  had  her  picture  taken 
by  a  professional  photographer — in  this  case  H.  Armstrong  Roberts — and  she 
does  not  and  will  not  give  out  her  name  and  address.  This  is  an  agreement  she 
makes  as  a  model  with  the  photographer. 

Back  in  August,  1969,  we  did  have  a  model,  a  college  queen,  whose  name  we  did 
know — and  do  know.  You  might  write  to  her.  I'll  enclose  her  picture.  There 
again  I  don't  know  whether  she'll  write.  But  here  is  her  name  and  address:  Miss 
Jan  Wilson,  Hardin-Simmons  University,  Abilene,  Texas.  (EDITOR). 


Worship  is  adoration  of  God  from  the  heart. — Sunday  School  Times. 

What  experience  and  history  teach  is  that  people  and   governments 
never  have  learned  anything  from  history. — Friedrich  Hegel. 
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"Do  me  a  favor  . . .  stop  saying  'what's 
new?'  every  time  we  meet." 

"Always  wishing  for  something 
you  don't  have!"  growled  the  father 
to  his  teen-age  daughter. 

"That's  right,  daddy,**  agreed  the 
bright  young  thing,  "but  what  else 
is  there  to  wish  for?" — PostScript. 
Submitted  by  Eva  Kraus. 

A  backwoodsman  came  to  the 
town  store  and  asked  for  a  can  of 
talcum  powder.  The  clerk  asked? 
"Mennen's?" 
The  man  replied,  "No,  wimmin's."" 
The  clerk  asked,  "You  want  it 
scented?" 


"No  I'll  take  it  with  me." — Lu- 
cille J.  Goodyear. 

In  answer  to  a  history  test,  "Why 
did  the  population  of  Chicago  grow 
so  rapidly?"  one  youngster  wrote: 
"The  population  of  Chicago  grew 
fast  because  of  the  stork-yards." 
— Scramlets.  .  .Submitted  by  John 
Cooper. 

A  certain  teen-age  youth  was 
always  seeking  to  test  his  father's 
knowledge  of  this  or  that  subject. 
One  day  he  approached  his  par- 
ent and  said:  "I  just  read  some- 
thing very  interesting  about  whales. 
Did  you  know  that  the  small  ones 
don't  spout  out  as  much  water  as 
the  larger  ones?" 

"Naturally,"  was  Dad's  quick 
response.  "After  all,  they  are  just 
young  squirts." — F.  G.  Kernan. 

St.  Peter  and  Satan  were  having 
an  argument  about  baseball.  With 
a  beguiling  leer,  Satan  proposed  a 
game  (to  be  played  on  neutral 
grounds)  between  a  select  team 
from  the  heavenly  host  and  his  own 
hand-picked  Plutonian  boys. 

"Very  well,"  the  gate-keeper  of 
the  Celesial  City  agreed.  "But  you 
realize,  I  hope,  that  we  have  all  the 
good  players  and  the  best  coaches, 
too." 

"I  know,"  said  Satan  calmly,  "but 
we  have  all  the  umpires." — Quote. 

A  hep  porcupine  bumped  into  a 
cactus  plant  one  night  and  said, 
"Crazy,  baby;  kiss  me  again." — 
Youth  in  Action. 
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